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AN ILLUSTRATION TO SAX ROHMER’S COMPLETE NOVEL, “THE BLACK MANDARIN,” CONTAINED IN THIS ISSUE. 
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CHAPTER I. 
A PERFUMED ENVELOPE. - 

ITH increasing irritation I listened to the sound of 
someone belabouring the knocker of the top set, 
immediately above me. Dimly I could hear, too, the 
purring of a bell. I did not know Michael Hebron, 
my new neighbour; I had not seen him since he 
had entered into occupation of the chambers, but that 

he was from home at the moment seemed evident. 

Therefore, throwing open my door, I stepped out upon the landing, 





looked up, and ; 
Hullo, there !’’ I cried.“ Mr. Hebron is out. Can I help you ? 


The pill-box cap of a District Messenger appeared over the rail of 


” 


the stair-head. 


“A Jetter for Mr. Hebron, Sir,’’ the boy called down. ‘ Will you 


sign for it?” 
‘ Certainly,” LT answered. ‘ He shall have it immediately he returns.” 
At that, the messenger came down, and I[ signed the green slip which 
he handed to me, taking charge of a square envelope made of unusually 
thick, amber-coloured paper. Bestowing silent maledictions upon the 
absent man, whose affairs not only disturbed my work, but also 


‘alled upon, me to pay his tips, i dismissed the boy, who gave me 
a cheery ‘‘ Good-night, Sir,’’ and went back to my study, carrying 
the envelope. 

1 tossed it on the table, and returned to my incompleted article. 
The clock told me that a messenger would ere long be clamouring at my 
own door for copy; and, biting hard upon my pipe, I concentrated on the 

ask, which must be finished by eleven o’clock though the heavens fell. 

Surely enough, I had yet a hundred words or so to write when my 
bell rang. The sequence of my argument running in my head to a kind 
of rhythm, I stood up, walked to the outer door, opened it, and— 

“Wait in the lobby,” I said, turned, and walked back. 

Three minutes of feverish scribbling brought my work to a close. I 
pinned the sheets together and went out to hand them to the messenger. 
At the door of the room | pulled up short, 

Seated in the lobby chair was my friend, Paul Harley ! 

‘Well, Knox,” he said, looking up at me with his quizzical smile, ‘‘ I 
have waited !"’ 

“ Harley !’’ I eried. ‘ Was it you IT opened to?” 

“ Careless of you, Knox,’’ he returned, shaking his head. “ Slip- 
shod— not worthy of the merest boob, Just think. I might have been 
the Prince of Wales, or, on the other hand, I might have been the most 
bloodthirsty ruffian in Europe. Yet, without a glance, you mutter 
‘Wait in the lobby '-—involving, in the first case, royal displeasure ; 
in the second, certainly robbery, possibly murder.”’ 

‘My dear fellow,” I said, laughing, “‘ excuse my preoccupation. I 
was exper ting a boy from —ah, here he is!" 

Che bell rang, and | opened the door to find the messenger from the 
newspaper. | handed him the copy, which he placed in his satchel and 
departed. Then, turning 

That 's that !'' 1 exclaimed, ‘‘ What do you say to a whisky-and- 
soda, Harley You look over-tired.”’ 

‘ Over-tired ! he echoed. “I am dead-beat, Knox, to use an 
expressive idiom from across the water. 

We entered the study, and Paul Harley dropped wearily into the arm- 
chair beside my writing-table. Pallorit were impossible to detect because 
of his bronzed skin, but [ thought that some of the old eager vitality 
was lacking to-night, and [ wondered upon what obscure problem of the 
underworld he was expending his dynamic energy. The greyness at his 
temples was becoming increasingly noticeable; but, for all his present 
Sax Roumen.)} 
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weariness, I knew that Paul Harley, of Chancery Lane, yet retained his 
unique position—that of the man in whom Home Office and Foreign 
Office reposed their entire confidence. 

Crossing to a little side-table, I poured out a stiff peg. My hand on 
the lever of the syphon, I turned. 

“Say when,” I invited. 

Harley did not reply. He had not heard me. Instead he held the 
amber-coloured envelope left by the District Messenger immediately 
under his nose, and he was smelling vigorously. , 

“Harley,” I said, ‘‘ what are you doing ? ” 

He lowered the envelope and glanced up at me from under his heavy 
brows. His face was transfigured. Janguor was gone. He was revivified. 

“Smelling,” he answered. “ Knox ’’—he stood up—‘ have you 
smelt this letter ?”’ 

“ Certainly not!’ said I. ‘‘ Why should I?” 

** But you should,”’ he assured me, and extended the amber envelope. 
“Oblige me, Knox, by doing so.”’ 

I took the letter and sniffed suspiciously. I suspected some trick. 
However, I discovered it to be delicately perfumed. I stared uncom- 
prehendingly at my friend. 

“ Evidently,’’ I said, ‘‘ my neighbour is a man of gallantry.” 

“T am not interested in the state of Mr. Michael Hebron’s heart,” 
replied Harley. “‘ I am merely interested in the quality of the perfume. 
Is it familiar to you?” 

“Not at all. But perfumes are outside my province, Harley. 

“ Possibly. But you would recognise attar of roses, and the many 
floral bouquets also, no doubt—the preparations of the popular French 
firms ?”’ 

“You flatter me. doubt it. But what is the point?” 

‘The point is that this envelope is perfumed with none of these.” 

“Indeed. What then ? ” 

“Just this, Knox.” Harley laid the letter on my blotting-pad and 
pointed his finger at me forensically. ‘‘ There is an aristocracy of 
perfumes, as there is an aristocracy of wines and cigars. In pre-war days, 
if you had told me that you had tasted a particular wine of a particular 
vintage, I could have informed you with which of the Grand Dukes you 
had dined. Certain rare and choice brands of cigars in the same way 
were peculiar to certain ducal houses. This perfume ’’——he lowered the 
pointed finger and rested it upon the amber envelope—‘“ is used by only 
one connoisseur, to my knowledge, in Europe !”’ 

‘ But, Harley—can you be sure of this ?”’* 

““Humanly, yes. In your own experience, Knox, you have seen how 
a peculiar blend of tobacco can afford a clue to a wanted man. I have 
studied tobacco exhaustively. Is it not evident that perfume plays the 
same part where a woman is concerned ? In these ¢ommercial days I 
know of only three perfumes which cannot be obtained in the public 
market. ‘This ''—he pressed his hand upon the letter—'‘‘ happens to be 
one of them!” 

‘Meaning ?”’ said I. 

“Meaning that Fate guided my steps to your door, Knox ! ’’—he 
rested his hand on my shoulder—‘‘ I have been at work in Chinatown 
for days and nights looking for the clue that lies here on your table !”’ 

‘In Chinatown!’ I exclaimed. ‘‘ But what on earth can this letter 
to Mr. Michael Hebron have to do with Chinatown ? ”’ i 

‘That we have to learn,"’ replied Harley. He removed his topcoat 
and laid it, with his hat, upon a chair. ‘‘ About half-and-half, Knox ’ 
—nodding in the direction of the syphon. ‘‘ I need a stimulant.”’ 

Abstractedly, for the tenor of all this passed my comprehension, I 
prepared two drinks, setting one before my friend, who was now seated 
at the table, studying my neighbour's letter intently. 

“What do you know about this man Hebron ? ” 
holding the envelope against the shade of the lamp. 

“ Nothing,” I replied, dropping into the arm-chair vacated by Harley. 
‘‘ He has lived in the top set for a month or more, I have never seen 
him and I doen't know his business.”’ 

Then how do you come to be in possession of his private correspon- 


” 


” 


he asked abruptly, 


dence?” 

I briefly explained, filling my pipe the while. As I concluded- 

‘Good,’’ muttered Harley. ‘It is Kismet. If I may borrow your 
tobacco-jar, Knox, I will fill my own pipe. Whilst I am so engaged, 
perhaps you will be good enough to put a kettle on and to bring me a 
loaf—a new loaf if you have one.”’ 

‘Put a kettle on and bring you a loaf!’ I said incredulously. ‘“ My 
dear fellow, if you have had no dinner, I can manage something better 
than skilly !”’ 
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“Thanks, Knox,” he replied, studying the back of the envelope. 


‘ But it is food for the mind that I am seeking at the moment. A very 
complicated seal,’’ he muttered. ‘‘ But we must do our best.” 
“ Harley!’ I said sharply, standing up, ‘some part of your design 


begins to dawn upon me. For what purpose you require a loaf I cannot 
imagine : but am I to understand that you calmly propose to steam open 
a letter left in my care ?’ 

He turned about, facing me. His clean-shaven face wore its grimmest 
expression. 

“ Knox,”’ said he, meeting my half-angry, half -incredulous stare, 
“did you ever know me stoop to a dirty trick ?’’ 

‘ Never,” I returned, without hesitation. 

“Nery well. This ’’—-he indicated the amber-coloured envelope-—‘‘ is 
no love-letter. It is sealed, as you can see; but the seal is one I have 
never met with before. It is also scented—and the scent tells me that it 
comes from the most dangerous woman in London—in Europe—perhaps 
in the world. Your neighbour, Michael Hebron, if not an accomplice of 
this woman, is one of her victims. Therefore, we are going either to 
prove his guilt or to save him+——”’ 

“ But, Harley- ” T interrupted. 

‘The woman or her associates,’’ he resumed evenly, “‘ has literally 
sent thousands to their death. Apart from several assassinations trace- 
able to her personal beauty, she has been instrumental in emptying at 
least one throne, and her activities during the Great War cost England 
as many lives as the Gallipoli campaign !”’ 

‘Good God, Harley! You appal me!” 

“ Her presence in London now means that some menace threatens 
the very basis of the British Empire. The Foreign Office has moved 
heaven and earth to trace her movements. I have been given carte 
blanche, and for weeks past, whilst you thought me to be out of town, 
I have actually been at work, night and day, seeking some clue upon 
which it might be possible to act.’ 

‘Harley, who is she? What is her nationality ?” 

“She is famous in four capitals as Madame de Medici. Who she is 
I have yet to learn. Her nationality I suspect, but I am not certain of 
it. If you have any lingering doubts, Knox, respecting the propriety 
of my projects——”’ 

‘““T have none, Harley,” I said, aghast at these revelations. 

“Then perhaps you will put a kettle on and bring me a loaf.”’ 

“ Very well.” 

‘“And—oh, Knox, at the same time get a poker red hot, if possible ! 
-A clean poker.” 

CHAPTER. bl. 
WHAT It CONTAINED, 
‘UNPLEASANTLY complicated,’’ muttered Harley, as I presently 
returned carrying a loaf of bread. 

He was seated at the table studving the envelope, which lay, face 
downward, on the blotting-pad. As I entered he reversed it and stared 
at the large, bold, feminine writing of the inscription. He glanced up 
at me. 

‘Have you ever seen writing like this before ?’’ he asked. 

“No, It is curiously characteristic.” 
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- ““ Characteristic, ves; but of what ? 

“ Well ’---1 studied it with interest—‘‘ the writer is certainly not 
English. She might be French. The figure seven, for instance, is 
crossed.”’ 

‘Quite so, But this form is common to quite a number of Con- 
tinental countries. The outstanding peculiarity, Knox, is the uniform 
thickness of the plane and the erect strokes.”’ 

“ Yes,’’ I agreed, “it is curious. She must use a very broad nib.” 

* Probably a quill,” murmured Harley. 

He pulled the top off the loaf and extracted a piece of doughy bread, 
which he proceeded to roll into a large smooth pellet. 

“ Once we start,”’ he said, ‘‘ speed is of the essence of success. Would 
vou mind making one or two of these bread bullets, Knox? Press them 
firmly, so as to get a smooth surface.” 

Feeling unusually like a queer sort of lunatic, I obliged my friend, 
recognising that this apparent farce had some stern but hidden purpose. 
When four pellets were completed to Harley’s satisfaction, he set them in 
a row on the blotting-pad and gazed meditatively at a number of briar 
pipes resting in a bowl near his elbow. 

** Yes,’’ said he, ‘‘ these will serve.” 

He proceeded to fit bread balls into the bowls of four pipes. He 
then pressed each one firmly on the pad to flatten the bulge. 

“ Good,’’ said he, looking up at me with a smile. “ Our experiment 
proper now begins. The process you are about to see in operation would 
be of great interest to a dishonest butler, for instance. Fortunately, it 
calls for a delicacy of touch rarely found among the domestic classes.” 

Once more he placed the amber-coloured envelope face downward on 
the pad. 

“ A critical test, Knox,’’ he said. ‘‘ A very complex seal, evidently 
Ancient Egyptian, and probably a unique scarab.” 

The letter was sealed with curious, golden-looking wax, several 
shades darker than the paper, and this was the device impressed upon it: 

Harley took up the first pipe, lightly touched the 
bread surface with his tongue, and then, inverting 
the bewl, firmly pressed it down upon the seal. He 
glanced at it, laid it aside, and went through the 
same routine with the other three. 

Now !”’ said he. 

Something of his repressed excitement had com- 
municated itself to me. With bated breath I 
watched him break away the golden way, with a 
sharp blade, from below the lapel of the envelope, 
leaving intact that actually adhering to the tongue of paper. Every 
fragment he carefully transferred to a little copper ash-tray. Through 
a powerful glass which he drew from his pocket, he studied the result 
of his labours, and seemed to be satisfied. Out to where a tin kettle 
boiling on a gas-stove jetted forth steam we went. A small steel 
poker was wedged between the bottom of the kettle and the bars 
of the stove. 

Verv adroitly, Paul Harley steamed open the envelope. I stood at 
his elbow, watching eagerly as he inserted two fingers and drew out a ship 
of white pasteboard, of about the size of a carte de visite. There was nothing 
else in the envelope. 
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Harley took up the first pipe. 


. and then, inverting the bowl, firmly pressed it down upon the seal. 








But if | was surprised and excited, a quick glance at my friend's face 
told me that this discovery was one of paramount importance. 

‘(My God, Knox!’ he said sharply. ‘ Do you see? ” 

“ T see,”’ I replied, ‘‘ but I don’t understand 

And, in order that I be not hastily accused of stupidity, I reproduce 


below the figure and writing which appeared upon the card : 
‘* Of course,’’ muttered Harley, 


staring at the card, back and front, 
through his pocket lens. “I forget 
that you know nothing of this busi- 
ness. Well—we have no time to 
waste. Memorise all details, Knox, 
for I am about to complete our ex- 
periment.” ; 

He returned the card to the en- 
velope, stuck down the gum, which 
remained moist from the action of 
the steam, and: 

‘‘ Bring the poker ! ’’ he directed. 

A ‘strange spectacle, had there 
been any to witness it, we returned 
to the study, I carrying the fiery 
poker. 

“ Hold it firmly here,” said 
Harley rapidly. ‘‘ Rest it against 
the ink-stand.” 

He tipped the fragments of golden 
wax on to the broken seal, arranging 

MEETING ToO-NIGHT them with a delicate forefinger. This 
’ at. m]} accomplished, he moved the envelope 
gently to and fro beneath the red-hot 
pot of the poker until the entire seal became fluid. With the wetted 
end of a penholder he made the whole fairly even. Then, laying the 
envelope down, he took up a briar containing one of the bread moulds, 
touched its surface with his tongue, and glanced sharply aside at me, 
smiling grimly. 

‘* To be or not to be ? ’’ he muttered. 

Firmly he pressed the mould down upon the wax, swiftly raised it, 

















and : 

“* How's that ?’’ he cried triumphantly. 

Magically, the golden seal was intact again! True, the imprint was 
not so sharp as that made by the scarab, but the sharpness of such impres- 
sions varies very greatly, and it must have called for a keen eye to detect 
any irregularity in the complex figure of the snake-wrapped beetle. 

“ Right the first time, Knox!’’ said Harley. ‘I might have spared 
you the task of making additional bread bullets! However, prudence 


” 


is a virtue. 
He studied the spurious seal through his lens. 
“.Yes,”’ he murmured. ‘‘ Traces of bread crumb! Unavoidable, of 


course. A few minutes more and our moulds would have become useless 


too dry.” 

He relighted his pipe and sat down in the armchair. Having placed the 
hot poker in the fender, I extracted bread from one of my own briars 
and began reflectively to fill the bowl. I could hear the clock of St. Paul’s 
striking midnight. Harley’s face had grown masklike, expressionless, 
I thought that he was staggered by the momentous character of this dis- 
covery which to me portended nothing. 

I found myself considering, with a sort of fearful curiosity, the character 
of my mysterious neighbour, Michael Hebron, and I found myself listening 
for any sound from above which should tell me that he was returned. 
Harley, having his eyes closed, began to speak. 

“You noted the time mentioned, Knox ? ”’ 

‘Two o'clock. It has just struck twelve.” 

“ Yes. I have two hours; two hours in which to do—what ? ”’ 

‘TL cannot imagine.” 

‘“ Perhaps to save the world from some new disaster! Good God! it is 
an awful responsibility ! You noted the figure on the card ?”’ 

‘Of course. It resembled that of a priest in cassock and biretta.”’ 

“ Think again. I urged you to memorise details.”’ 

“ T am thinking, Harley.” 

“Did you ever see a biretta with a feather in it ? ”’ 

Good heavens! Of course, something resembling a feather was 


“ef 


shown ! "’ 

‘“ Did you ever see a mandarin ? ”’ 

“4 mandarin!’ I cried excitedly—-‘‘ That’s it, Harley! It was 
the figure of a mandarin ! ”’ 

“Undoubtedly. The Black Mandarin-”’ 

“The Black Mandarin ?’’ Lechoed.  ‘‘ Who is the Black Mandarin ? ”’ 

But Harley, instead of answering my question, asked another : 

“Are you following the extraordinary events now taking place in 
China ?”’ 

“Through the medium of the Press, yes." 

“ Have you formed any definite opinion ? "’ 

‘ Well —"’ I hesitated——‘‘ the country is in a very disturbed state— 

“Very !"’ said Harley, suddenly opening his eyes, and snapping out 
the word with almost vicious emphasis. ‘‘ Hasn't the fact dawned upon 
you, Knox, that China is in the throes of a new disruption ? Which of 
the Chen Chiungs and Sun Yat Sens do you regard as China's future 


ruler ?”’ 

“ Tam afraid your question is somewhat difficult to answer.” . 

“Then UT will answer it myself: None of them! They are seeking, 
each in his own way, to reconstruct and repair the broken fabric of the 
Celestial Empire. But another and more penetrating movement has 
taken root, and China is threatened with a despotism which, if successful, 
may plunge the world into greater horrors than war within the next few 
China is now an integral factor in international politics: all the 


years 
that, indeed, is the root cause 


great nations are mixed up in her affairs 
of the whole trouble--and the new movement seeks to bring about a 


reversion to that exclusiveness which formerly was China's greatest strength 
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The Chinese still believe that the yellow race can dominate the world, and 
the Oriental mind spells out the means in a manner altogether Opposite 
to Western ideas. A man whose name has never appeared in the Press. 
whose name is unknown even to some-of the highest officials at Pekin. 
is the brain at present moving the tentacles of the Yellow Octopus 

‘* And who is this man ?”’ I asked, with rising excitement. 

‘‘ He is the Black Mandarin ? " 

‘* But what is his name ? ’ 

“A poser, Knox!’’ said Harley, standing up. ‘‘ The Secret Services 
of four nations have been at work all over the East as well as the West 
for years trying to find an answer to that question ! ”’ 

‘* He does not confine his movements to China, then ? ”’ 

“Certainly not. He is constantly travelling, from capital to capital, 
undermining the social order of things, destroying the best intellects, and 
so joining up the delicate threads of a giant cord designed to strangle half 
the world !”’ 

‘‘ But this is unspeakably horrible! In fact, it is barely credible.”’ 

‘“ The really big things, Knox, the things that threaten the solidity of 
empires, the peace of nations, never appear credible until they have 
happened! But at least we have scored one point. We know for certain 
something which hitherto we had only suspected: that the dangerous 
Madame de Medici is the London representative of the Black Mandarin 

“We know more!’’ I cried. ‘* We know that the man Hebron is 
also involved in this business.”’ ; 

“In two hours or less he will be—-where ? Presumably at the house 
of Madame.”’ 

“Do you know this house ?” 

“Quite well.” 

““ And what do you propose to do ? 

“ Firstly, Knox,” replied Harley, ‘‘ I propose to ask you to step up- 
stairs and to inform Mr. Michael Hebron, if he is at home, that you have 
a letter for him. I am extraordinarily anxious to hear Mr. Hebron’s 
voice, but equally anxious to avoid being either seen or heard by him.’' 


” 


CHAPTER III. 
THE BrLack CowLs. 


apr 


“IT’S no good, Harley,” I reported. here isn't a sound from his 


chambers.”’ ‘ 

Paul Harley paced uneasily up and down the study. 

“Mischief !’’ he muttered—“‘ mischief somewhere. Associates of 
Madame de Medici are not so forgetful, Knox ; and the fact that so many 
clever men have drawn blank for years in all attempts to start up the 
Black Mandarin would point to the fact that those who know him are 
also scrupulously careful. Therefore—why is Mr. Michael Hebron not at 
home ? ” 

“He may not have anticipated such a summons ? 
* “What time was it delivered ? ”’ 

“Shortly before eleven.”’ 

“In only giving him three hours’ notice, Madame clearly assumed 
that he would be at home. He was certainly expecting such a summons, 
Knox. What time is that striking now ? ”’ 

“A quarter to one.” 

Harley continued his restless promenade. Suddenly he stopped, 
turned, and stared at me queerly. 

“Is it possible that our man has scented mischief ?"’ he said. “' Il 
should not know Mr. Hebron from the Grand Lama, but Mr. Hebron may 
have the advantage of knowing me quite well! Perhaps he saw me come 
here, or perhaps——-”’ : 

He glanced in the direction of the study door. 

“ Knox,’’ he asked, “‘is there any means of communication be.ween 
these chambers and those above ? ”’ 

“No fire-escape or anything of that kind,’ I replied. ‘‘ You were 
thinking we might have been overheard ? ”’ 

“Well, I must find some explanation of the matter. Believe me, Knox, 
the organisation surrounding the Black Mandarin works faultlessly. Nothing 
is left to chance. We may dismiss the idea that this man’s absence is due 
to carelessness either on his own part or on that of Madame de Medici.” 

“ He.may yet return in time.” 

“ He will have to hurry. There is barely time now.” 

“Or the rendezvous chosen may not be the house of this woman.” 

“The writing on the card and on the envelope is that of Madame de 
Medici. I will use your telephone if you don’t mind, Knox.” 

Harley took up the instrument, and : 

“East two hundred," he called. Following a short interval which 
he suffered with impatience: ‘‘ Hullo! yes,’ he said. ‘‘ Paul Harley 
speaking. Has Inspector Wessex returned ?.... Ah! very well. I 
should be obliged if you would send a messenger to him at once. A close 
watch should be kept on the house. Anyone leaving must be followed at 
all costs. Ask the Inspector to keep in touch with you, as I shall be re- 
turning not later than two o'clock and will advise you where I will meet 
him. Meanwhile, as I am working against time, would you ‘phone the 
Yard for a raid squad to start for Limehouse now, and have them send a 
fast car to wait outside my office, at once ? Thanks. Good-bye.” 

As he replaced the receiver, I heard the clock of St. Paul’s strike one. 

“Now for action!’ said he, and smiled grimly. ‘‘ We will give the 
invisible Mr. Hebron one more chance. Do you happen to know his 
‘phone number ? ” 

““ No,’ I shook my head. “ But, hold on! Martindale Smith leased 
those chambers for several years and only gave them up two months ago, 
when he married. The number will be under his name.” 

I snatched up the directory, skimmed down the long columns of Smiths, 
and presently discovered: ‘‘ Smith, J. Martindale, K.C. . . . Central 


’ 


’ I suggested. 


24621.” 
“Good! "’ said Harley. “ Give him a ring.”’ 
I obeyed, and found myself to be consumed with impatience, doubtless 
communicated to me by Harley. However, the exchange reported, “ No 
reply,” and I hung up the receiver and turned to my friend, whose behaviour 


now resembled that of a caged animal 
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He tipped the fragments of golden wax on to the broken seal, arranging them with a delicate forefinger. This accomplished, he moved the envelope gently to and fr 
. id \ é o 
beneath the red-hot point of the poker until the entire seal became fluid. With the wetted end of a penholder he made 


envelope down, he took up a briar containing one of the bread moulds. . . . Firmly he pressed the mould d 
~ 


the whole fairly even. Then, laying the 


own upon the wax, swiftly raised it... . The golden seal 
was intact again. 


th bie mK MANDAKIN,” Ey K 








Expected it ! he snapped. Excuse me, Knox, but [I should like 
to look out of your bed-room window.” 
What ! 

“Can [ obtain a view of any window above from there ? ” 

“Oh, IT see! Yes, the bath-room.,”’ 

“ Excellent ! 

He hurried from the room. He vibrated nervous enthusiasm, and I 
caught the infection. I divined that this was to be one of those “‘ Baghdad 
nights ’’-— a term of Harley’s—such as I had experienced in his company 
before. Yet, had [ known what the night indeed held in store for me, I 
wonder if my enthusiasm would have cooled ? 

Harley came back almost immediately, and : 

‘ Have you a pair of tennis shoes ? ”’ he asked. 

“Ty Nave,’’ 

* Please get them for me.” 

“What are you going to do?” 

“Tam going to climb up the water-spout and into Mr. Hebron’s bath- 
room !’ , 

‘Good heavens! But sup- 
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I stared down at the contorted face. The man wore a light tweed suit 
the front of which was hideously smeared with blood. But the expression 
upon that agonised face was dreadful. Normally, I thought, it had been 


a strong, harsh face, the skin rather yellow and wrinkled, the brow high and ° 


bony, the grey hair fine and scanty ; a face perhaps not without nobility, 
The hands were clenched. A pistol of unfamiliar pattern lay half under a 
table near the body. 
‘“* Why not suicide ?’’ T asked, pointing to the weapon. 
‘* Because he was not shot; he was strangled!’ rapped Harley. 
‘“Strangled! But the blood—”’ 
Paul Harley grasped my arm again. 
‘“Come into the next room,” he said, “and you will understand. 
Dazed, horrified, I followed him to a room which had the appearance 
of a business office. There was a trail of blood across the threshold. 
“Harley!” I whispered, and grew sick. ‘‘ This place is a charnel 
house ! ”’ 
A dead man was seated at the desk! 
He wore dress clothes. His 
arms were stretched out across 





pose he returns and hnds you 
in his chambers ? ” 

“If he returns, Knox, you 
will intercept him to give him 
his letter.” 

** But how shall I communi- 
cate with you!” 

“ Find a long piece of string, 
or tie several short pieces to- 
gether, and [I will show you.” 

He spoke in the rapid, in- 
cisive manner of one whose 
course is clear but whose time 
is limited. Whilst he took off 
his boots and put on the tennis 
shoes, I hunted out a ball of 
twine. Just as Harley threw 
widely open the bed-réom win- 
dow, City clocks were chiming | 
the first quarter. He secured 
the end of the twine to a 
buttonhole and climbed out 
upon the ledge. I saw that by 
the aid of the rain-pipe it was 
no difficult matter to reach the 
ledge of the ‘bath-room above, 
and | saw also that the window 
was half-open. 

“The moment I am in,” he 
said rapidly, ‘‘I shall tie the 
string to anything handy and 
suitable and set it somewhere 
where its fall would make a loud 
noise. Then you will go out 
and wait on the landing for the 
possible return of our man, If 
he comes, ask him in whilst you 
get his letter. Come back to the 
bed-room and haul on the string 
until you hear the crash. Give 
me a couple of minutes after 
that.”’ 

With which he stretched his 
foot to a joint in the pipe, 
secured a firm hold upon it, and 
was very soon perched on the 
ledge ten feet above. He pulled 
the window right down and 
dived recklessly in. The string 
remained stationary for a while 
and then ran out another three 
feet. 

I hurried out to my front 
door, opened it and _ listened, 
No sound reached me_ from 
above or below; but almost 
immediately this silence was in- 








the desk and his head rested 
sideways upon an open ‘Tele- 
phone Directory, so that as we 
entered he seemed to be looking 
up at us, slyly. His left hand 
almost touched the telephone 
upon the desk. 

For several moments Harley 
and I stood looking into that 
horrible room in silence. Then: 

“Which of them is Hebron ?”’ 
I said hoarsely. 

-“ The other,’”’ Harley an- 
swered ; ‘‘ the Chinaman——”’ 

“Chinaman! You think the 
man out there is a Chinaman ?’ 

“IT know he is. I knew it 
after the first glance.”’ 

“ But,” said I, gingerly bend- 
ing over the dead man at the 
desk, ‘‘ this was a very swarthy 
fellow too, and yellow-skinned 

*'Yes,’’ rapped Harley irrit- 
ably. ‘‘ Don’t touch him, Knox, 
We must disturb nothing.’” 

‘“We must inform the police.” 

“On the contrary, we must 
avoid doing so.” 

What ! * 

Paul Harley came nearer to 
the terrible figure. 

“Perhaps a coincidence,” he 
said. ‘‘ But the directory is open 
at the page upon which my name 
and number appear! See?” 

‘Good heavens !’’—I was 
unconsciously speaking in a sort 
of church whisper—‘‘ You are 
right ! But what hell’s business 
took place here to-night? If 
that pistol was fired———”’ 

“It was fired very recently, 
Knox. This. poor devil is shot 
through the left lung.” 

““I have been at. work all 
the evening. I could not have 
failed to hear i 

“The pistol—a Colt auto- 
matic—is fitted with a silencing- 
tube, an invention presumably 
designed in the interests of 
criminals ! Let me think ! let me 
think! Here, in these chambers, 
Knox, lies the clue to a mys- 
tery which has puzzled some of 
the best brains of Europe and 
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terrupted in an unforeseen way. 
I heard Michael Hebron’s door 
burst open, and : 

“ Knox ! Knox!" came a frenzied whisper. ‘“ Up! quickly!” 

Utterly at a loss to account for this change of plan, I nevertheless 
ran upstairs without delay. Paul Harley was standing in the open doorway, 
a look of absolute horror on his face. 

Knox,’ he said, grasping my arm, “ prepare for a ghastly spectacle ! ”’ 

He turned and, as I entered, closed the door. 

“The first part of our problem is solved,’’ continued Harley. ‘‘ We 
know why Michael Hebron did not answer the telephone ; and we might 
have spared ourselves the trouble of duplicating the seal.”’ 

[ followed him to a room corresponding to that which I used as my study. 
It was oddly appointed, containing a quantity of Oriental ornaments. 
lhe window was closed and the stale air of the place retained a faint, sickly 
perfume, as if joss-sticks had recently been burned in the room. Indeed, 
L had noted this queer smell at the moment that I entered the chambers. 

But that which blotted out at the time every other impression, and 
which brought me up with a cry at the threshold, was the figure of a 
tall, gaunt man lying stretched upon the carpet ! 

‘Good God !"" I said—'* what does this mean ? "’ 

“It means murder!” returned Harley. ‘ He is dead.” 

Why,” IT muttered“ the carpet is wet with blood !"’ 


He stretched his foot to a joint in the pipe, and secured a firm hold upon it. 


moment wasted here may mean 
a thousand lives in the near 
future !”’ 





“ But, Harley! this ghastly crime calls for 

‘A mere piece of side-play!"’ he cried irritably. ‘‘ Oh! don’t think 
me callous ; ‘but the murder of this man, Hebron, is no more than——-”’ 

He paused. His expression changed. Turning, he ran out into the 
lobby, and I followed. A dark overcoat and a crush hat lay upon a chair. 
Beside the chair a small attaché-case was standing. 

“Search the pockets of the overcoat ! "’ he snapped. 

Stooping, he opened the brown leather case, took out a queer-looking 
black garment,and uttered an exclamation of astonishment. It was a 
long cowl, such as those seen in pictures of the Spanish Inquisition, having 
eye-holes, but otherwise made to cover the wearer from head to ankles ! 

‘Nothing else! ’’ he said, peering into the case. ‘‘ Anything in the 
coat ?”’ 

“ Yes,’’ I replied dazedly. ‘‘ This!” 

It seemed that I moved in a land of nightmares. The finding of the 
black cowl was sufficiently astounding, but that which I had extracted 
from the breast pocket of the overcoat for some reason or another astonished 
me even more greatly. . 

This was an amber-coloured envelope, addressed in the odd, square 
writing which I knew to be that of the woman called Madame de Medici, 
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and sealed with the scarab seal! The seal was broken, for the envelope 
had been opened. 

Harley snatched it eagerly. 

“ "Mr. W. Julian,’’”’ he read, “ ‘17, Vale Court, Maida Vale.’ We 
know the name of another of them now!” 

‘“ The man who lies dead at the writing desk ? ” 

“No doubt. Make sure of the contents, Knox.” 





. 
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It was a long cow!, such as those seen in pictures of the Spanish Inquisition. 


He returned the envelope to me and ran off. Mechanically, I opened 
it, withdrawing a card identical with that found in the other envelope. 
Then, his eyes feverishly bright, Harley came running back, carrying 
over his arm another of the black cowls ! 

“ Do you understand, Knox ?”’ he cried. ‘‘ The man Julian evidently 
came here on his way to call for Hebron. They quarrelled, and——”’ 

He stopped speaking. A clock somewhere near was chiming the half 
hour. 

“Thirty minutes to 


“ You were wrong. Our association is sufficiently well known, Knox 
in such circles, to explain it. He leased the set above vou in order to spy 
on me! You wondered, quite naturally, why I made no investigation 
of the ghastly crime committed there to-night. I will explain. ‘his 
international quest of the Black Mandarin, in which my own services 
have only been requisitioned within the last two months, has already become 
with me, as with others before me, a positive obsession. [ regard this man's 
existence as a menace to the peace of the world, although | am by no means 
confident that his removal would eradicate the evil. Another, no doubt 
would assume control of the secret machine. 

‘ But think of it, Knox—the keenest men of our own, as well as agents 
of other Powers, have focussed on this thing for years. The United States 
is keenly interested, of course. The trail of the Black Mandarin has bee: 
laid from coast to coast, and a wave of crime, varving in character almost 
from day to day, has swept over that country. The most brilliant man that 
ever came out of Washington, Raymond M‘Cabe, practically broke himself 
on the problem. He failed utterly to establish the identity of the Black 
Mandarin, who recently disappeared from the States as mysteriously as 
he had arrived. That he existed and assuredly controlled powerful diverse 
groups of criminals and others whose schemes were inimical to American 
interests is proved without the shadow of a doubt. But bevond that 
neither M‘Cabe nor anybody else could penetrate a vard.”’ 

“ This.society, if it is a society, must be a wonderful organisation.”’ 

“Undoubtedly it is. M‘Cabe came into touch with it time and time 
again, but always with the same negative result, until finally, either in 
despair or fear, he abandoned the task and retired from the service alto- 
gether. But before he retired he secured one very tangible clue which the 
events of to-night have made specially significant. It came into his pos- 
session during a row between rival tongs in ’Frisco, but, unfortunately, 
several hours too late for it to be of any service. It may have influenced 
M‘Cabe’s decision to retire from the obviously unequal contest.” 

“And what was this clue, Harley ? ” 

“A card with the figure of a mandarin, in silhouette, upon nt, and a 
time and date written underneath ! ”’ 

“The same--—”’ 

“Exactly, Knox! Imagine my feelings, therefore, when I found an 
exactly similar card to-night? I had already devoted considerable 
attention to the mysterious Madame de Medici, who had crossed my 
path on several occasions in the past and whom I knew to have some 
sort of relations with China. Here came proof positive that she was 
an agent of the Black Mandarin! 

“Surely her method of communicating with her fellow conspirators 
is a careless one ?’ 

“What! a District Messenger? My dear tellow, excluding such 
unlikely possibilities as that which came to pass to-night, no method 
could be safer! You must know that I employ them regularly in 
most delicate affairs. No, I continue to regard Madame as above 
reproach,” f 

“ And what are your plans for to-night ? '’ I asked. 

We were racing along Commercial Road East, as a glance from the 
window showed me. In contrast to the davtime activity of this thorough. - 
fare, its present air of desolation was extraordinary. It offered a vista ot 
shuttered shops and blind windows which brought home to me the strange 
ness of our journey. This indeed was a 
business was with dangerous, nocturnal creatures. 


‘Baghdad night,” and out 





reach the house of Madame 
de Medici !’’ he said. 


3g 
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CHAPTER: IV. 

WE Visit CHINATOWN, 
ST. PAUL'S was left be- 
hind, and we were racing 
through deserted City 
streets which during the 
day were all but impass- 
able. The Daimler which 
had been drawn up out- 
side Harley's office, in 
accordance with his in- 
structions, devoured miles 
of East End thoroughfares 
with gluttonous — speed. 
During the first five 
minutes or so of that 
wild midnight journey, my 
friend remained _ silent, 
and, divining that he was 
endeavouring to perfect 
his plan of operation, I did 
not disturb him. Then: 

the fact that mate- 
rial for which a dozen 
men have been scouring 
the world should have 
fallen into our hands like 
this, he said, ‘almost 
overwhelms me! ”’ 

“The long arm of co- 
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Coincidence, Knog ? 
Where is the coincidence ? 
That the man known as 
Michael Hebron should die by the hand of another member of the group 
to-night is a trick of Fate, certainly ; but you don’t suppose his selection 
of those chambers above yours was a coincidence ? ”’ 


I had counted it one, 





The curtain was drawn aside, and I found myself staring down stone steps. 


“ Up toa point,’’ Harley replied, ‘‘ my plans are simple enough. From 
that point onward—I have no plans!” 

“ But explain,” I urged. “ You have brought the cowls—— 
* And I have brought the cards!” 


” 








\m I to suppose that vou intend to penetrate to the meeting which, 
I assume, has been called for to-night at the house of this woman ? 
He turned to me, smiling, and ; 

You think it madness, Knox ?” he said. 
he first is clear as daylight : the members of this organisation are known, 
naturally, to their chief, but not to one another ! ” 

“Why do you think so ?’ 

Think so! It is evident! Julian and Hebron obviously shared 
confidences, but if the remaining members were acquainted one with 
another, why the cowls ? ”’ 

Good heavens! of course! Unless-——”’ 
‘Well ?”’ he rapped impatiently. 
‘Unless the gathering were convened to meet some non-membetr—— 


‘* But consider the facts. 


” 


\ prisoner! a trial!” 

He cried out the words excitedly ; but the next moment he was shaking 
his head. 

‘No, Knox, it won’t do. The cowls are as old as the history of secret 
societies. The practical utility of the device is obvious. But neither 
Madame de Medici nor her formidable superior could descend to anything 
so dramatically unnecessary as the trial of a captured enemy.” He stared 
at me significantly, There would be no trial, Knox !”’ 

I was silent for a moment, Then: 

“ Your first point granted,’”’ said I, ‘“ you hope to obtain access by 
impersonating the dead man, Hebron ? ”’ 

‘ Exactly.” 

‘ But why take the risk ? Wessex is here, with a party from New Scot- 
land Yard. Why not simply raid the place ? ”’ 

‘For two reasons,’ he replied. “‘ First: we have not one scrap of 
evidence to justify a raid. Second: I could learn more by being present 
at that meeting than we should ever learn by interrogating prisoners—- 
assuming we could find an excuse for making any ! ”’ 

I see. But the second cowl? The absence of Julian might lead to 
dangerous inguiries,”’ 
‘ Wessex shall be Julian!” 


‘Wessex shall not! ’’ I said hotly. ‘‘ You owe this night’s business 
to me, Harley, and this being so— I see it through with you.” 
‘ But, my dear fellow-———" he began. 


‘Have I failed you so lamentably on other occasions that you have 
come to distrust me? Besides, 1 know something of the East ; Wessex 
knows nothing.” 

Harley brought his hand down heavily on my knee. 

“ Forgive me, old man!’ he said.! ‘* No thought of distrust was in my 
mind, and you know it. I simply regarded Wessex as the proper, official 
person to accompany me. But I admit, now, that you are likely to be of 
greater service, and if the risk, which I don’t disguise, appeals to you--say 
no more.” 

Good enough,” I replied. ‘It’s settled. Rut right at the outset 
1 see big difficulties. We know absolutely nothing of the methods of 
procedure usual at these meetings. They may partake of the character 
of Masonic rites.” 

“We chance it,” said Harley grimly, as the chauffeur turned the 
car and drew up before Limehouse Police Station. ‘‘ We have five 
ininutes,’ 

Inspec tor Wessex, whom I vam well, came hurrying out to meet us. 

‘| began to wonder if you were coming, Mr. Harley,” he cried. ‘‘ There 
is something afoot to-night beyond a doubt, but it isn’t at the house of 
Zani Chada—”’ 

* Then where is it ? 

“At Kwee’s, behind Ropemaker’s Fields.”’ 

‘How far is Kwee’s fron the house of Zani Chada ?—and who is 


” 


” 


Kwee ? 

“It nearly backs on to it. Kwee is employed in a dry-goods store in 
Pennyfields, but we've been watching him lately. Six or seven men, not 
natives of the district, have gone in there to-night. That is to say, six 
have been definitely reported by the chaps watching the house.” 

‘ How do they arrive—singly ? in parties ?”’ 

‘ Singly.” 

* What sort of men ? 

‘ They all appear to be respectable ; in fact some of them might pass 
for gentlemen, Several have carried handbags.”’ 

“There you are, Knox! ”’ said Harley excitedly ; then, to Wessex : 
““ Have you been able to see who admitted them ? ” 

“No, It wouldn't be possible, without attracting attention.” 

‘And no one has gone to the house occupied iy Madame de Medici? ”’ 

“No one, It is all in darkness.’ 

‘Get in, Wessex,’’ rapped Harley, who had conducted this conversa- 
tion through the open window of the car. ‘‘ We have less than two 
minutes! Tell the man to stop at the top end of Three Colt Street, by the 
church.” 

These instructions were given, and Inspector Wessex, looking very 
puzzled, joined us in the car, which immediately started. 

“You see,” continued Harley, “ by a pure accident—a murder, to be 
exact—"" 

A murder!’ cried Wessex. 

“Yes. But I haven't time to explain,” said Harley drily. ‘ By 
virtue of this accident, I have obtained the means of penetrating to the 
meeting which is taking place to-night. Mr. Knox is coming with me. 
The raid squad is posted near the house of Chada ? ”’ 

“No, They are standing by at the station.” 

‘Get them nearer the moment we have gone in. A pistol shot will be 
the signal. Ha! here we are.” 

“1 take it,’’ said Wessex, as Harley jumped out at the corner of the 
gloomy, deserted street, ‘ that you have got a strong line on Madame de 
Medici at last?” 

‘A very strong line,’”’ was the reply. ‘‘ Wessex!’ he grasped the 
Scotland Yard man by the arm—‘‘ she is the link with the Black Man- 
darin !"’ 

‘Great Scott!’’ cried Wessex. 
llarley ! 


” 


” 


‘For God's sake be careful, Mr. 
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‘You may rely upon it! Bring the attaché-case, Knox. Now, 
Wessex, direct me, and tlien get back to bring up the others.’ 
Take the third turning on the left. There is one lamp in it. Well, 


. just past the lamp is a narrow courtway. At the end isa door. That’s 


Kwee’s.” 
CHAPTER V. 
THe Hovusrt or GONGs. 

A KEEN breeze from the north was blowing as the Daimler moved off 
into West India Dock Road, and a church clock—-St. Dunstan's, I thought 

was chiming the hour of two. There are some people, I doubt not, 
whom the night aspect of Chinatown would chill with apprehension, but 
for me ordinarily it held no terrors, this jungle of bricks and mortar lying 
to right and left. The greater part of London’s Asiatic colony is harm- 
less enough, and those members who are noxious lurk deep in secret burrows 
to which the stranger must penetrate if he would toy with the darker side 
of Eastern life. 

Angry clouds drifted across the moon and there was a wintry bite in 
the air. The artery of Dockland, as I took a parting glance along it, was 
by no means deserted, despite the lateness of the hour. Several big steamers 
were on the point of sailing, and I observed a party of Lascars heading for 
the dock gates. A string of lorries, too, drawn by a puffing traction-engine, 
came rattling along the unevenly paved roadway, leaving a trail of sparks 
behind both above and below. There was something cheery in the red 
glow from the little furnace retlected upon the faces of the two men in the 
cab. 

Fitfully a pale moon shone upon mean houses, shuttered, dark, seem- 
ingly uninhabited. I knew something of the night life of this quarter, 
vet it was no easy matter mentally to people these silent shells of buildings 
with wakeful Asiatics. Within a hundred yards of me were those who 
gambled, who smoked opium, who waxed riotous upon spirits sold on 
unlicensed premises. Yet Chinatown seemed to be asleep. In a lull of 
the wind sounds reached me from the docks, as we set out towards the 
house of Kwee, metallic sounds, the clangour of engines, the hooting of 
some tug coming out of the Pool, but from the Causeway area came no 
voice, no light. 

The wind howled, elfin, overhead; a few flying drops of rain touched 
me; and the moon disappeared for good behind a bank of storm clouds. 

‘Whoever is watching the place is wonderfully well hidden,” said 
I, perhaps not without apprehension, as we turned into Ropemaker’s 
Jields, 

‘It is their business to be,’’ Harley rejoined. ‘‘ I should have liked 
to change my appearance, Knox, had time allowed. I am wondering 
why visitors go to this house and not to Chada’s.”’ 

“Who is Chada ? ”’ 

“The owner of the establishment at present occupied by Madame 
de Medici. He got into trouble with the police not so long ago, in connec- 
tion with the death of a man named Peters—a member of that unpleasant 
but useful profession, ‘ Copper’s narks,’ Chada is a wealthy Eurasian, 
and is now missing. Here is the lamp—here is the court, Knox--and 
there's the door ! ” 

We looked along the alley beyond the street lamp, narrow, dark, and 
uninviting. 

‘Why the precaution of the cowls if we have to show ourselves to the 
doorkeeper ?’’ murmured Harley. 

‘ Perhaps we are supposed to put them on here, before knocking ? ”’ 

“Ah! quite possibly. Even at the cost of being considered eccentric, 
let us do so!” 

Thereupon, opening the leather case which had belonged to the man 
Julian, I drew out the two hideous disguises. Both Harley and I wore 
soft hats, and these we easily crushed into the case. When, a moment 
later, in the dimly lighted passage, I surveyed my companion, I could 
scarcely repress a start of nervous revulsion. Although I knew it to be 
Paul Harley, this sinister, black figure, whose eyes gleamed at me evilly 
through the slits of the cowl, was one to chill the most intrepid heart. ‘ 

‘Horrible! ’’ he said, surveying me with a distaste I doubt not 
as keen as my own. ‘I fear I shall never thoroughly like you again, 
Knox !”’ 

It was so characteristic of the man, this light jesting in perilous hours, 
that an uncomfortable pessimism which had threatened to conquer me 
fled as by magic. We were about to enter a den abandoned to the uses of 
those who plotted against States and to whom human lives were no more 
sacred than the blades of grass one crushes underfoot. Perhaps memories 
of that ghastly shambles in the chambers above my own had been haunting 
me, but now, reflecting how hotly I had volunteered, and recalling the fact 
that a raid squad from Scotland Yard would ere long be surrounding the 
place, I found a new outlook. 

Harley approached the door, which boasted two dirty stone steps. 

“Have your ticket ready!’ he murmured softly, and, raising his 
hand, he beat one stroke upon the knocker. 

A curious fact immediately became evident. The knocker was muffled. 

“Ah!” he breathed. ‘‘ What now ? ” 

For the result, I think, neither was prepared. A faint sound from above 
drew my glance upward. And there, descending upon a length of twine, 
came a little Chinese basket of plaited split cane! Of the one, concealed 
in some upper room, who lowered it, no glimpse could be obtained. 

I grasped Harley's arm, pointing ; and we watched the basket descend 
until it swung gently to and fro in the sheltered alley, about shoulder- 
high. Harley grasped it and looked quickly inside. But the basket was 
empty. 

For my part, I doubt if the meaning of the thing would ever have 
dawned upon me. But my friend, muttering something under his breath, 
produced the card bearing the mandarin figure and dropped it in the 
basket ! 

At the same time he plucked at the sleeve of my cowl urgently, and, 
realising what was expected of me, I deposited the second card beside the 
first. As I did so, Harley twitched the string—and the basket was im- 
mediately drawn up! I bent to Harley's ear. 

‘What was it vou said ? ”’ I whispered. 'Cimtinund on bare té 





























































































THE ILLUSTRATED LONDON NEWS CHRISTMAS NUMBER, 1922.9 


7A 


d off 
ught 
not, 

but 
ying 
arm - 
rows 
side 


e in 
was 
ners 
¥ for 
sine, 
arks 
red 
the 


‘em- 
ter, et si + os his ad ‘ Ne A, eeccccese=** ge 
on fees, : ne a8 ' 3 / xe heel é a : 
1 of 
the 
of 
no 


hed 
ds. 
said 
ers 


ked 
ring 


Sinbad the Sailor: On the Island that was a Living Monster. 


FROM THil PICTURE BY ARNOLD MELLO 
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Sinbad the Sailor: The Roc and its Egq. 


FROM THE PICTURE BY ARNOLD MELLO 
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In the Valley of Jewels: H Serpent as Gorm for an Early Bird. 


FROM THE PICTURE BY ARNOLD MELLO 
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‘I said, ‘A device used by the Hip Sing Tong,’”’ he replied in an 
undertone. ‘‘ The door will be opened mechanically, I expect.” 

His expectation was realised. Faintly was borne to my ears, as if 
from a subterranean cavern, the booming of a distant gong. Following 
a short interval, during which I listened for a repetition of the mysterious 
sound, but heard only that of the wind howling along the Thames reaches 
and of the muted bombilation of the quarter, there came a sort of rusty 
creaking as of some heavy weight being raised. This ceased, but was 
followed by a metallic click, the door swung open, revealing a pitch-black 
interior, 

I hesitated, whereupon Harley seized my arm and I found myself. in 
the stuffy darkness of the room beyond. 

Scarcely had we crossed the threshold, when the door reclosed, almost 
silently, as it had opened. The rusty creaking was renewed, whilst we 
stood there wondering what to do. It ceased—and an electric lamp 
became lighted immediately above us. 

I was feeling very far from comfortable, and my first impulse was to 
glance at the door. I learned that although, from outside, it had the 
aspect of a very ordinary, common kind of door, inside it presented a 
totally different appearance. In the first place it was extraordinarily 
thick and heavy, and in the second, a sort of iron frame, working in metal 
grooves, had been lowered on chains from above: thus forming a second 
or inner door. 

The room in which I found myself resembled many others I had seen 
in Chinese houses, except for the presence of the electric lamp and the 
portcullis. That is to say, it was scantily and tawdrily furnished. An 
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Chada’s! The police have suspected it for a long time ; but it is evidentiy 
masked very cleverly.” 7 

We descended the narrow steps, Harley leading. They led down to 
a small and dirty cellar in which the invisible Kwee seemed to store a 
quantity of valueless lumber. Light was furnished by a gas-jet projecting 
from the brick wall. A doorway which possessed no visible lintel or 
casement, and which I suspected ordinarily to be indistinguishable from 
the rest of the wall, gaped invitingly. Beyond, I could see a rough tunnel, 
resembling a mine gallery, its chilly gloom enlivened by the presence of 
another gas-light set some twelve or fifteen feet along. 

Harley entered the cutting without hesitation, and I perforce followed 
him. We were arrived immetiiately under the light at the time that a 
familiar rusty, creaking noise caused me to glance back. 

The entrance to the tunnel was closed ! 

Remembering the signal agreed upon, my skin grew clammy as I re- 
flected that no sound of a pistol shot fired in this drain would reach 
the upper world. If suspicion should touch those we were come to seek, 
or—hideous thought—had already touched them, we should be trapped 
like rats ! 

The tunnel. having sloped down to the point at which the light was 
situated, now sloped upward, terminating in a cellar considerably larger 
This contained a great store of wine, was electrically lighted 


than Kwee’s. ) 
Evidently we were under the house of Zani Chada 


and well ordered. 
Upstairs we proceeded, thus far having come upon no sign of immediate 
human presence. 


A little pantry gave access to a corridor. At the end, where I had a 





“Well, Mr. Harley,” she said sweetly, “wilf you not present your friend?” 


* 
advertisement for somebody's cigarettes ornamented the mantel, and the 
furniture was mere lumber. The only truly Oriental thing I could see 


was one of those plaited flasks, with bright silken tassels, which hung 
from a common wooden bracket on which rested a figured mug bearing 
the legend: “A present from Southend.” 

On a table by one wall I noticed quite a number of small hand-bags 
and attaché-cases, and accordingly I placed there the one which I held 
in'my hand, Nothing further happened, and the room was very silent. 
‘There was no window opening on the court, and, staring at the iron-barred 
door, it became terrifyingly plain that, simple though we might have found 
it to get into the house of Kwee, to get out, failing the aid of the unseen 
gate-keeper, was frankly impossible. 

Harley, an unrecognisable figure in his unpleasant disguise, was staring 
about him eagerly, Suddenly he stood still, jerking his head in the direction 
of a rough curtain which I took to conceal some opening. A gong hung 
beside the curtain, the wooden striker attached to it by a loop of cord 

his is the dressing-room, Knox,’’ Harley whispered,‘ We announce 
ourselves as soon as we are ready !”’ 

“ Do you think so?” 

“Por what other purpose is the gong placed there ? At any rate, I 
am going to risk it!’ 

Stepping forward, he took up gong and hammer, and struck a loud, 
harsh note, sounding very sharp and staccato in the small room. In the 


I murmured nervously. 


ensuing silence we both stood listening intently. Then, from somewhere 
beyond—from a long way off, it seemed—the signal was answered, 

A deep, lingering gong note, amphoric and reverberant, came back to us. 

\t the same moment, with some slight rattling of the brass rings, the 
curtain was drawn aside, and I found myself staring down stone steps 
into a dimly lighted cellar 

“i eee? 


Harley murmured There is a passage through to Zani 


glimpse-of a strangely appointed hall or lobby, a Chinaman, in native 
dress, was waiting to receive us ! 


CHAPTER VI. 
MADAME DE MEDICI. 


I I was threatened with panic at this moment, I believe that I suc- 
ceeded in concealing the fact well enough, but I was assuredly grateful 
of the shelter afforded by my monkish cowl. Harley spoke never a word, 
but in silence advanced along the corridor to meet the Chinaman. I 
followed ; nor do I scruple to confess that I first assured myself of the possi- 
bility of speedily withdrawing from beneath the hampering robe the revolver 
which I carried. 

I had not supposed that Limehouse could afford the spectacle of such 
a hallway as that in which I found myself. Evidently the house of Zani 
Chada was a survival of the days when Chinatown was not—of an earlier 
generation which rode out to the Essex flats by chaise or on horseback. 
Its furnishing, however, was unique, oddly blending the manner of a Roman 
mansion with that of an Oriental palace 

Here were pillars and a painted ceiling, a great staircase softly 
carpeted, and chairs of Arab woodwork. As we came to the end of 
the corridor, the servant raised his hand, palm forward, in salutation, 
at the same time inclining his head. 

Paul Harley returned the salute, and I followed his example; at which 
the Chinaman silently indicated two ornate, carven chairs, bowed, left us, 
and walked slowly up the staircase, his soft slippers sinking into the pile 
of the carpet as into moss. The moment that we found ourselves alone : 

“ Knox !"’ Harley whispered urgently—‘' did you note how he stared 
at our palms ? 

‘Our palms ?—no,”’ I muttered. ‘* Why shou!t he do so 
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ty indeed!" Harley murmured. upon the table, I knew that this was the notorious Madame de Medici ; 





wn to 7 _ began to glance about him furtively. I should say, at this point, and her power for evil or for good I could no longer doubt. I thought 

ore a that ny, friend possessed a sort of sixth sense, by means of which he was that I had never seen a more arresting figure. 

scting oe enabled to detect the presence of imminent danger, although Harley raised his hand, and I did likewise ; and in the very act of this 

tel or lere might be no visible evidence to confirm it. As we waited there in salute I observed something, something which seemed to check the beating 

from of my heart, of which at first I did not grasp the entire significance, whilst 

innel, realising that it boded no good. 

ice of I have said that Madame de Medici stood alone at one end of the long 

table, so that at the moment of entering I had assumed her to be president 

lowed of this singular gathering. Now, I saw that, facing her at the 

hat a end of the table nearer to us, was a great, high-backed ebony 
chair, dragon-legged and golden-cushioned, This, and another 
chair on the right of it, were the only vacant places at the 

I re- board. 

reach Palpably either Harley or I, in other words either Hebron 

seek, or Julian, was expected to preside over this meeting ! 

apped How I, alone, should have dealt with the situation, I know 
not, but my fear, already great, was now increased by a sudden 

é Was inarticulate murmuring which greeted our return of the saluta- 

larger tion. The eyes peering at us through the slits of black cowls 

ghted seemed to my excited imagination to become like the eyes, of 

hada wild animals. 

iltat co I had my hand upon my robe ready to make a wild 
plunge for the revolver which lay in my pocket. I think I 

— should have turned and fled, but that the amber eves of 
Madame de Medici seemed to hold me hypnotically, seemed 


to forbid me to move. Never in the whole of an adven- 
turous life, much of its adventure due to my share in Paul 
Harley's cases, had | known a moment to compare with this ! 
I knew, as certainly as if ten voices had denounced us, that 
in some way our plans were at fault. I knew that Pau) 
Harley's sixth sense had told him of this already, so that I 
was astounded when he walked forward to the throne-like chair, 
indicating that I should take the place upon his right. 

As we advanced, every head around that board turned in 
the direction of Madame de Medici. She bowed slightly, and 
the whole assembly became seated. 

I had never once taken my gaze from her face, or rather, 
from her eyes. Indeed, | scarcely felt capable of doing so 
I groped for the chair and sat down mechanically. Once seated, how- 
ever, furtively I pulled the black robe aside and rested my hand upon 
the revolver in my pocket. Madame de Medici remained standing. A 
complete silence fell. Iaintly, I could detect a perfume which, later, I 
was to identify with that diffused by the amber envelope. 


I had the utmost difficulty in grasping what was asked of me. — ; d 
rhe glance of those tiger eyes was directed now upon my friend ; and, 


that queer hallway I think this uncanny prescience touched him ; I think as if ordered silently to do so, the cowled heads turned once more in our 
he was seeking, desperately, to evolve some new plan of action. direction, but this time their intolerable stares were focussed wholly upon 

However, if this were so, he failed. Silent as a phantom, the Chinaman Paul Harley. The influence of the beautiful Circe being temporarily 
who had met us descended the stairs, his yellow face expressionless, bowed, removed from me, I became my own master in a measure 


[Coutinued on page 18. 


and indicated that we should follow him. 

Harley’s face, of course, I was unable to, see, 
but through the slits in his cowl, he flashed me a 
glance the significance of which was lost upon me. 
: But that he intended to convey a warning of some 

sort, I was sure. Not knowing what was in his 
mind, not knowing what flaw he had detected in 
our daring plan, I followed him up those silent 
stairs in the carpet of which one’s feet sank 
deeply, with a chill of foreboding at my _ heart 
colder than any I had known that night. 

The place was informed with a faint, incense- 





like smell which, as we reached the top of the 
staircase, I recognised to be similar to that in the 
chambers of Michael Hebron. 

A curtain was drawn aside; we passed along 
a short corridor illuminated by a_ golden-shaded 
lamp in the form of a flambeau upheld by an 
exquisite ivory statuette. The walls were covered 
with tapestry and the floor was over-laid with rugs 
and skins. Our guide rapped twice upon a closed 




















1ative door, opened it and stood aside, bowing. 
Harley entered and I followed, to find myself 
looking upon a scene so grotesque, and in some 
way so sinister, that its reality almost eluded me, 
and I felt as one who dreamed an evil dream, 
We were in a long, low-ceilinged room, an Adam 
suc- ‘e room such as is found in old English houses. I 
ateful think at some time it had been used as a dining- 
word, room. ‘There were several very fine oil paintings 
tae! on the wall, and the massive furniture was antique 
possi- \ and valuable. Around a long council table a party 
volver Py : of ten was assembled, nine men and one woman ; 
at least I assumed the nine cowled figures to be 
such those of men All were standing, facing us, hands 
Zani upraised in the salute with which the Chinese 
arlier servant had greeted us on our arrival. They had 
back. 4 risen from the chairs in which they had been seated, 
oman ‘ and I found all my attention to be focussed upon 
the woman who stood at the far end of the long 
softly table. 
nd of - She wore a black robe, so designed as to con- 
ition, ceal no line of her perfect white shoulders. By 
her pose and the curve of her red lips, I judged 
vhich } her to be beautiful, despite the presence of a 
ft us, ’ narrow mask through which gleamed the most 
e pile ‘ extraordinary amber-coloured eves which IT had 
lone : ; ever met with in a human being Her jet-black 
tared ‘vi hair was dressed with classic simplicity; and as 
2 she stood there, one jewelled hand resting light “Neatly and efficiently sand: bagged from behind 
° 
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THROUGH THE CRYSTAL 


What of La Belle Missous and the pageantry about her ? Who is her rival in our 
picture, the eighteenth-century Countess, with her negro page, her parrots, and her 
powdered hair Her dainty insolence invokes the spirit of her age, and bids us 
admire those elegancies and artificialities, unknown to moderns, which create 
heroines for poets and dramatists of these and other days. La Belle and La Comtesse 
are two of the visions which M. George Barbier, the famous French artist, was inspired 
to set down as illustrations to M. Albert Flament’s prose poem, ‘‘ Personnages 


de Comédie,’’ which has been published by M. Meynial, 30, Boulevard Haussmann, 
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WALL: “LA BELLE MISSOUS.” 


Paris. The book is a very beautiful production—one to be treasured —and the 
illustrations which it contains are not only exquisite examples of the delicately fantastic 
art of M. George Barbier, and his fine feeling for the spirit of any period, but are 
extremely interesting as proof of the perfection of the art of colour-printing. The 
reproductions are from wood blocks by M. F. L. Schmied. M. George Barbier ‘s the 
young artist whose designs for the costumes of ‘‘La Derniére Nuit de Don Juan”’ 


aroused so much admiration in Paris. The book is only published in a limited 


edition, each copy being numbcred and signed. The argument of ‘‘ Personnages de 


Reproduced from the beautiful Colour-book, “ Personnages de Comedie, published by Meynial, 30, Boulevard Haussmann, Paris, 
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WALL: “LA COMTESSE.” 


embark on frail galleys and start off on a hopeless crusade, seeking to win us our 


freedom by dragging us away from the grip of reality. Sometimes, too, we may 


own place, and fly to meet them though the adventure can only bea 


But 


leave our 
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till 
She 
ruled by 


brief one. when it is over, we come back to our life in the material 


we that we ourselves are but the characters in a 
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greater Comedy. Flament suggests, this is the fault of woman, 


is naturally inclined to play a part, and cannot avoid the fate of being 


caprice—but let no man boast that he is superior ‘o his companion ! 
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I glanced aside at Harley. His face I could not see, but that 
he also had his pistol in readiness was a fact which I detected im 
mediately. 

There was a large antique clock upon the mantelshelf, registering ten 
minutes after two, and so seemingly irrelevant are the things which 
linger in one’s memory that I can recall to the present moment the 
peculiar key in which this clock ticked ; a deep, discreetly sombre key, 
mellow with age. Meanwhile, I wondered what was to befall and what 
we should gain by continuing the farce further, since we were as surely 
unmasked as if we had stood undisguised among that grotesque gathering. 
Then Madame de Medici spoke. 

Of this extraordinary woman I cannot hope to convey any just im- 
pression, but it is well that God has fashioned but few like her. Her 
voice had a silvern note which must have won for her international fame 
had she chosen the stage as a vocation. She had languorous, almost 
insolent, movements; feline, indesc ribably fascinating. Her entire per- 
sonality appealed direct to the senses, like incense or barbaric music, or 
the rhythm of a pagan dance. 

“My friends,” she said, speaking very softly, but her eyes flashing a 
lightning message from face to face, 

A faint murmur interrupted her. The man on my immediate right 
was breathing heavily, and the fact came home to me in a flash of in- 
tuition that if I feared these cowled mysteries about me, their fear was 
at least as great as my own. At their identity, or even their nationality, 
I could not guess. But that they were swayed each and every one by 
the personality of the woman standing at the end of the table was beyond 
dispute. To her they looked for guidance, in her they counted upon 
leadership. Ignoring the murmur, she continued to speak. 
she said, ‘that we adjourn to the lower room in 


‘our company is now complete.” 


“IT propose,”’ 
accordance with custom.’ 

Some hidden meaning underlay the words ; there was comprehension 
in the very movements of the cowled heads. Something touched my 
knee, and glancing swiftly downward, I saw this to be Harley’s hand, 
in which he grasped a pistol. Divining his meaning, I withdrew my 
revolver from my pocket and held it in readiness below the table. : 

“If you will follow me,’’ concluded Madame de ‘Medici, “‘ I will lead 
the way.” 

Gracefully, languidly, she turned and walked towards a door at the 
far end of the room. The nine men around the table rose, pushed back 
their chairs, and followed her. Their anxiety to be gone was unmistak- 
able. Harley stood up also. For once, I think, he was momentarily at 
a loss. He knew that he had made a mistake, but no doubt he counted 
upon the party surrounding the house, and no doubt, also, he felt himself 
handicapped by the presence of a woman, As the company turned their 


, 


backs upon us 
© Teno | 
palms ? ”’ 
“Yes,’’ I returned. ‘ Quick! What are you going to do ? 
In the wake of the graceful figure, the nine cowled men had now 
disappeared from the room. 
“We are discovered,’’ he said ; ‘‘ we shall learn nothing. In some way 
we have blundered. So—first to get rid of this damned cowl!” . 


he whispered, ‘‘ did you see how they all stared at our 


” 





We were now alone in the long apartment, not one of the retreating 
given us so much as a backward glance. Harley 


conspirators having 
threw off the black robe and stood, pistol in hand, looking about him. 


I also discarded my hampering garment, and was about to speak, when an 
extraordinary thing occurred. 

So thickly were the rooms and the corridors of this house carpeted 
that no sound of footsteps was perceptible, for which reason it was im- 
possible to determine in what direction the party had gone. Now, as we 
stared at the distant doorway by which they had made their exits, 
Madame de Medici, hcr mask discarded, re-entered. 

The amber eyes were half-veiled by their black lashes ;_ her lips 
were curved in a mocking smile. She was even more beautiful than I 
had supposed, and— 

‘‘ Well, Mr. Harley,”’ 
friend whom you have brought to see me ? ” 


she said sweetly, ‘“ will you not present your 


CHAPTER VII. 
THE ROOM,.OF THE CLOTH-OF-GOLD. 


THE task of recording the events which immediately followed is one 
which I approach with hesitation. I had slipped my revolver back into 
my pocket at the moment that Madame de Medici re-entered the room. 
Harley, too, had concealed his pistol. To him, as to me, { doubt not, 
recognition of defeat had come. Legally we were at the mercy of this 
strangely beautiful woman, who now, sinking gracefully down upon a 
cushioned settee, lighted a cigarette and surveyed us through lowered 
lashes. 

Even had Harley been attached to the official police, his position at 
this moment must have been an unenviable one. The best that we could 
hope for now was that the men stationed around the house should succeed 
in tracing some of the members of this mysterious organisation as they 
departed, for the woman’s bewildering self-possession had cut the ground 
from under our feet. 

Watching her as she reclined there, I thought that she found 
amusement in our dilemma; and knowing, for I could not doubt 
the fact, that she was involved in a grim conspiracy which had 
taxed the Secret Services of four nations, I realised that beneath this 
graceful, cat-like indolence a dangerously powerful spirit must lie 
concealed. 

This was no idle masquerade upon which we had intruded, but a 
scene in a secret drama which one day might involve the whole of 
the Western world. Long as I had known Paul Harley, I had never 
seen him so palpably nonplussed. He was angry, and could not dis- 
guise the fact; but he knew himself helpless and reduced to a battle of 
wits with a woman. 

““ Well, Mr. Harley,’’ said Madame de Medici, ‘“‘ I shall not offend you 
by pretending to misunderstand what has brought you here to-night.” 
She paused, glancing at the cigarette which she held between her fingers. 
“For a long time now you have subjected me to surveillance. Because, 
perhaps strangely, I choose to live in this house, you have had me 
followed when I have visited my friends in the more civilised quarters 


of London. To-night ’’—she smiled, gazing fixedly at me whilst she 

















I saw the spirit of the Yellow People stand naked before me—and it was a great and a powerful spirit. 









one 
nto 
ym. 
ot, 
this 
la 
red 


at 
uld 
eed 
ney 
ind 


ind 
abt 
iad 
his 

lie 


—— 











ee 




















continued to address Harley—‘‘ you have really gone too far. It is 
almost absurd.’’ 
“Tt is more than absurd,” he returned, watching her. It is positively 
offensive. I apologise, Madame de Medici.’’ : 
She scarcely glanced at him, keeping her extraordinary amber-coloured 
eyes, which now were fully open, turned persistently in my direction. 





It was Paul Harley, carrymg an electric torch! 


A taunting smile rested upon her lips, and, watching her as she lay there 
in her lithe beauty, I told myself that Aspasia, Leontium, Sappho, Faustine, 
Semiramis, Irene, must surely have been such women as this. Yet I 
found a joy in contemplating her. Nor did I recognise how completely 
the details of the scene were fading from my ken ; how, little by little, my 
world was dwindling, seeming to begin and to end in two darkly fringed 
pools of amber. Madame de Medici continued to address Harley and 
continued to watch me. 

‘““You have avoided me socially, Mr. Harley, yet you visit my house 
uninvited.” 

“And find you entertaining strange company !”’ rejoined Harley, with 
repressed venom. 

“Tt is a secret society which meets at my house ! she explained 
coolly, and smiled at me the while. 

Suddenly, the fact that the speaker’s regard was directed elsewhere 
seemed to attract Harley’s attention, for 

“ Knox !’’ he said sharply, so that I started as if awakened from a 
doze. ‘‘ What was that address in Maida Vale which we were given 
to-night ? ”’ 

Indeed, I had the utmost difficulty in grasping what was asked of me. 
I became conscious of a positive but unfamiliar stupidity, as well as of a 
disinclination to tax my brain with what appeared to be a weighty 
problem. 

‘““Try to remember, Knox,” Harley added. 

I cannot recall having once removed my eyes from contemplation of 
the bewitching face of Madame de Medici from the moment when she had 
seated herself on the settee up to that when Harley asked me this apparently 
irrelevant question, A conviction, not wholly unpleasant, that the whole 


It is important 


scene was unreal had begun to take possession of me. Fear had gone. 
I recognised that these people had nothing to gain by harming us. Em 
barrassment I had experien¢ ed when first our equivocal position had become 
apparent to me, but now this had given place to a sort of acute, aesthetic 
delight in the beauty of the woman who lay there on the settee, watching 
me smilingly with those strangely long, amber eves 

Harley began to speak again, but I scarcely heeded his words Ke 
garded in retrospect, this apathy which, unchecked, I permitted to steal 
upon me seems almost incredible But I was handicapped ; I was falling, 
an easy victim, in a contest fought with strange weapons lo-day, armed 
with my new knowledge, I think I should give a ditterent account of 
myself. 

Dimly, I could hear Harley's voice, but, as though I had eaten hashish, 
he seemed to be speaking from a great distance ; whilst, on the contrary, 
Madame de Medici seemed bodily to have approached nearer to me or 
I to her 

It was all a delusion, of course, as I have since recogn ed, and in upon 


1 


my wonder grew and the lure of the sorceress wrapped me more 


it, as 


closely about, burst a sudden sharp cry from my friend Almost, the 
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spell was broken—almost, but not quite. I clenched my fists, as I re 
member distinctly . . . I heard the sound of a fall. 

And now I have to relate how I failed my friend in direst need, for 
whilst, in a sort of subconscious fashion, I realised that he was calling 
upon me for aid, I also realised—and knew a swift, sickly terror—the 
depth of my subjection to the uncanny power which lay in the eyes of 
Madame de Medici. 

I had experienced it when first she had glanced at me that night, but 
now I experienced it to the full. I could not remove my eyes—I could not 
turn aside! I was entrapped in some strange magic; knew I was en- 
trapped, resented my impotency, yet lacked the strength to combat the 
spell cast upon me! 

My mentality became sharply divided. I told myself that the perfume 
in the apartment, which at first had been no more than faintly perceptible, 
now was grown so oppressive that I was likely to swoon. Never having 
succumbed to this characteristically feminine ailment, I had no previous 
experience to guide me. But I had been put under an anesthetic in a 
military hospital in Singapore, and my present sensations ¢ losely resembled 
those which I had experienced on that occasion. First, the gradual loss 
of interest in everything about me, a sensation as though veil after veil 
were being lowered, slowly obscuring the scene. It was similar, 

In Singapore, my last flicker of interest had centred upon a broken 
button in the surgeon’s white overall. Now it centred upon the liquid 
amber eyes of Madame de Medici. It was strange, this reasoning with 
myself, whilst weakly I succumbed to the influence that was overpowering 
me. 

I seemed to be sinking lower and lower in a cloud ot incense, and to 
be looking up as from the bottom of a great pit, through shifting, tenuous 
vapours, at amber eyes bending over me, far above. Then the unforget- 
able silver-bell voice called to me softly, and I mounted out of the darkness 
towards the light, to find myself in a room canopied with cloth-of-gold. 

A Madonna, which I knew for an Old Master, looked down compas- 
sionately from the wall upon a garishly cushioned divan where Madame 
de Medici reclined, watching me with that slow smile which rendered 
her carmine lips so alluring. She dropped her cigarette into a silver 
bowl on a table by her side, and began to speak. 

She spoke of the passionate soul of India in revolt; of monasteries 
placid in the shadow of snow-capped mountain peaks; of the heart of 
China, loyal to a tradition older than the name of England; of latticed 
rooms and their silken secrets; of the holy Ganges and of the forbidden 
Purple City. It was a song, a song of eager hearts, of a flaming torch 
leaping from crest to crest, firing the palm and destroying the pine; of 
the gloom of Himalayan valleys, of the sunshine whitening Damascus. 

I heard of rose gardens and of great carnage; I saw the spirit of the 
Yellow People stand naked before me—and it was a great and a powerful 





In the pillared hallway there were several discs of moving light. 


spirit. A curved sword swept down out of the sky, and it cleaved a great 
ravine in the earth, upon one side of which I saw a great white army, 
and upon the other an army yellow, brown and black One of the leaders 
of the yellow army crossed the ravine and for a while disappeared 

Then presently [ saw him again, strangely habited, but his face was 
the face of Michael Hebron. Many times his raiment changed, but always 
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N Eighteen-Thirty-Eight or so, with comb and billowy furbe- 


low, and ringlets of bewitching art, devised to devastate Lif ( . iN \! 
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AA 
A 
A” 
ete 


the heart of man, who at her feet fell down, Augusta flashed 


upon the Town. Not hers the silhouette severe, that in the 2 Gi. \. —) Ng 
present bolder year of grace, betrays each curve and line of Vj gn , NY 
the athletic form divine (the female form, you understand). Oh, f (4 \) 2 4 \ 

no, it was a different hand Augusta played; but yet her game | \I ( \h 

was in essentials just the same as that which Atalanta plays in ) Od ” 


these our Nineteen- Twenty days. The club, the racquet and 
the bike, she would have thought unladylike; she would have 
found, for out-door play, her frills and flounces in the way. 
Her sceptre was the flirted fan with which she ruled the race 
of man; and when she touched the harp she sent Adolphus 
wild with ravishment. Though ignorant of music, he gazed 
rapt on his divinity for hours together while she playcd, 
and well-turned compliments he paid, more to her beauty 


en I casey gy BIE 

















e 
— than the tune, that made him dream of honeymoon. But 
sie a every rose has thorns, and bliss, however exquisite, may miss 
RC perfection unalloyed, and thus, Adolphus nearly ‘‘ missed the 
I ‘bus,’ as, in our horrid modern way, we figure plans that go 
astray. For George, a dashing buck, came by and chanced to 
catch Augusta's eye; her hand he caught as well and she con- 
sented (rather distantly, but still consented) to receive a chaste 
salute ; I well believe no harm had come of it, had none observed é 
~~ @ ‘ the passing piece of funy but, by ill-luck, Adolphus saw the ir ae a 
©) cat, « ' interlude: he could not draw on George, the sly, presumptuous a a 
rogue, for swords had then gone out of vogue; but with their =. 
° tongues they fell to strife; their canes they brandished, odds my : ’ 
x life! they talked of ‘‘friends’’ and pistols too, kicked up a € 
“* precious how-d'ye-do, met at Boulogne, where sad to tell, the o ' 
¢ gallant, gay Adolphus fell. The case was grave, the doctor said, ey , 
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2 and sadly shook his learned head. George j 
hurried back to Town and thought his rival's ¥ 
. suit had come to nought. ‘ To-night,” he Py 
= vowed, ‘‘she shall be mine; peerless Augusta, 
, the divine enchantress, to my arms shall fall + 
at Lady Di Fitzogle’s ball.’’ Oh, for a muse 
of fire to sing the mysteries of corset- string 
and flowing lace, those arts applied Ly ueft 
handmaidens to provide Augusta’s charms with 
tenfold power! Enough! At the appointed hour, as 
from a band-box forth she came, a sight to set all 
hearts aflame. Her own, hcwe’er, was something sad; 
for not a word of her dear lad, Adolphus, had she 1 
heard since he was rumoured to have crossed the sea. 
Now to the ball, a trifle late, came gallant George to 
tempt his fate, bearing a nosegay for his belle; but ' 
NAAT NSD Ses \et, gogf from his hand the nosegay fell, when in a bowery alcove 
ie? BEN ij VV he saw what he’d never thought to see; Augusta and 
Ky LOO 7 ; P ; , o ; 
“Ky NAS Adolphus there sat /éte-a-téte, a plighted pair. What ’s 
AY Yate ON : 
this?’’ cried George; ‘Why aren't you dead?’ 
‘*Saw-bones was wrong,’ Adolphus said. ‘Come, wish 
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fo Qe us joy when we are wed. 
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Little one, 3 watch thee play | Little onc, 3 watch thee sleep— 
Through the meadow in the sun, | Try to guess those dreams of thine; 
Watch thee come thy bomeward way | And mavbap sometimes F weep 
Wben the day of jow is done. ' For the dreams that once were mine. 
Hnd thou thinkest not of me: But thou dweamest not of me: 
Wibat are old man’s thoughts to thee? Wibat is old man’s love to thee? 






Mine own little son thou art, 
Wet bow far are we apart! 






ictre was a bad man. ‘the was a blacksmith. the married Mal, and she dicd when 
Ip the little son came. Maybe be knew not what be did after that. the was old 
when be marricd ber, and the gricf was beavyy on an old man. Dame Carles, in the 
village, brougbt up the little son till be was no longer a baby, and then she rendered 
bim back to Picrre. O10 Dame Carles was not good. Mavbap she gave back the boy 
willingly, because she carcd not what bappencd to bim. So Mugo went to bis tatber. 
And the father was bard. Hnd all the love was aslecp in bis beart and wakencd 
not. But he worked all day, clanging with bammers, and hugo pulled at the 
bellows till be bad no more strength, and vet went on for very tear. And be slept 
slit on the cinders, 

Wow this is a story of Christmas. The great man at the farm necded a new scvtbe. 
And Picrre was to make it very quickly. So be forged out the blade, and worked until 
be was weary. Bnd then be said, “F go up totbe village.” And hugo was very atraid, 
for be knew that there would not be good done. And be said “Such is my Christmas 
night, and these are my tovs.” Bnd be set out the cinders in rows, and be said, ** These 
be the ‘king’s soldicrs, and those white ones be the pale=taccd cnemy. And these that 
smoke are cannons. Lo! what a beap of cannons! Lo! eight to an army, and tbhev say 
the ‘king batb but two,” 

Bnd when be was tired be slept in the cinders. And the night came, and the stars 



































a. lookcd out, and Picrre came back along the road. 
: Bnd be came tn at the door; and lo! hugo asleep with bis pale tace amid the black 
Es cmbers. Hnd be turned on to the outer side and sighed, and Picrre saitb: 


“Sluggard, sluggard! Thou that didst kill mv Mai.” 
And be took bis bammer and beat on the blade. And then he saith, “What firc! 
Pi Raise thee up, sluggard; rouse and blow!” But tugo slept so decp a sleep that be 
5 beard not. 
Picrre saith, “Rouse up, rouse up!” 

/ But Wugo turned on his side, and no voice came to bim. 
a. Bnd lo! a tap at the door. 

Pierre saith, “Wibo ts it?” 

Bnd the voice saith, “F come for a scythe.” 

And Pierre saith, “Ft is not ready.” Then be opencd the door, and there came in 
a very old man, and be bore a scythe in bis band, Picrre saith, “3s this new scvtbe 
for thec? J know thee not at the farm.” 

Che man saith, “Way, not since two years past. But soon JF sball go there again. 
These be full davs, these winter times.’’ 











| Picrre saith, “ Two years ago the old master at the farm dicd. Didst ’ou serve him?” 
“Five, F served bim. And thou also bast scen me. Wut it was nigh ten vears 
/ ago now.” 
Ag Picrre saith, “Speak not of then!” 
\ Che old man saith, “Sharpen this scythe for me, for F bave work to-night.’ 
\ Picrre saith, “bow can that be, for who can cut grass by night? the wiil cut more 
} man than grass.” 






“fbat Adore man than grass. Who is that vonder in the cinders?” 
“3t is a sluggard.” 
“3 ween it is wellenigh one of my sluggards. Take thou the scvtbe.” 
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And Picrre took it. the saith, “Ft is a verv fair blade.” 

“fda! very fair. Verv old, Fs old as man ts.” 

Then Picrre saith, ** Rouse up, sluggard, and bring me the files and the rest.’ 
The other saith, “Wav, rouse not bim. ‘tbe will wake.” 

So Picrre went to the work alone. And be filed. “thard metal,” be saith. Then be 
Went on: “Chat is good cdac, Wut F will make it vetter.” Then be saith, “So, it is good 
now, Thou wilt go now?” 

“Mot awbilc,” saith be. “3 bave work bere.” 

“pa! What work?” 

“Dost ou not know me? Who works on Christmas Eve meets strange versons., Wibo is 
bears a scvthbe at nudnighbt?” 

‘*Tbhou-—is it thou?” 

“Even such. Thev call me Death.” 

“Tben is it for mc?” 

“For thee, or tor bim.’’ 

“For hugo, the sluggard?” 

“Wo sluggard, but a tired child too weary of earth that bas no plav, and of 
davs that have no sunshine, that be would not leave them readily with me. Wibich, new, 
shall it be?” 

Pierre saith, “ What availeth one weak as be? tbe sleepeth so long, and bis arms are so 
thin.” 

“Fs thou wilt.” 

And Picrre saw the stars through the window, And be thought bim of davs past. And 
mavbap a little of the love came back to bim. 

And hugo stirred amongst the cinders, and sat up and saith, * Wibe is if? Who art thou?” 

The old man saith, “F came to seck thee or thy tathber.’”’ 

“To seck me? Wherefore?” 

‘aMavbap to play at cannons.” 

“Dost ’ou plav with cannons?” 

“Fy, anon and anon.” Chen be saith, “3 come to bave mw sevtbe sharpened.” 

tbugo saith, “JF can Oo that.’ And be took it, and took files and worked. And 
be sald, ‘*3t is bard metal. Abavbap it is better there.” Then: “This is such as 
F cai 00.” 

Chen the old man saith, “F thank thee. 3 bave somewhat to sav. JF ween thy tather 
caimot choose. Jt is thus: Chere ts one of vou twain to go forth with me tosnigbt. bast 
7ou beard of one who carrics a scytbe at midnight?” 

tbugo saith, “Che old Dame Carles told me of thee; but JF never saw thee betore. 3 
know thee now for bim.” 

be saith, “Then who will go?” 

tbugo saith, “Wiby, surcly 3. gfor a little one such as 3 matters not. 3 only pull the 
bellows.”, 

Saith the old man, ‘* Come, then.” 

Picrre saith, “Wav. Wut be giveth manw vears to thee, and 3 few. F will go.” 

The other saith, “Which, then? decide!” 

Then be saith, “So be tt. Since ve cannot decide, mavbe FJ will come again. Anon, 
anon.” 

And be saith to Picrre,’ Hn we love cach otber J come not for many a dav. For, lo! 
the little one bath bluntcd my sevtbe that thou dst sharpen. JF wish thee good Christmas 
tide. Fare you well.” 

And be was gone, 

And Picrre saith, “Wibat was that of cannons? Come, let us play at cannons, and thou 
Shalt sbow mic.” 

And tbugo saith, “That will J readily.” 
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Little onc, 3 ween that thou Wet while so tbe life shall run, 
Greater far must be than 3. Swcsassvde with mine, FUL make 
Life is living with thee now, | The davs bappy every one, 
Hnd too soon 3 ao to Me. Hs mav be, for ber dear sake 
But thou thinkest not of me: That doth think always of thee, 
Wibat are old man’s thouabts to thee? Hnd betunes, maybap, ot me, 








THE ILLUSTRATED LONDON NEWS CHRISTMAS NUMBER, 1922-26 


ry a e 
: ; e! 






<4 om’ 


Christmas 


ACorning : 


Gifts 
from 


r) 
a 
a 
a 
8 
& 
ad 
a 
B 
a 
£ 
| 
| 
@ 
a 
8 
a 
a 
| 
EB 
i] 
@ 
E 
B 
< Bs] 
Santa Claus. 8 
r) 
5 
a 
a 
| 
a 
a 
& 
# 
a 
8 
£3] 
a 
B 
a 
Dy 
2 
e 
t* 
a 
a 
a 





DRAWING BY 
NERMAN. 



































' a | 
a Z | 
a s | 
1 a j 
5 | : 
* s 
: a 
ie 
a 
Wi 
P 
a 
i 
é 
a ees 
a Christmas 

Gvening : 

Waiting ! 

for 
the Party. —_ is .. ' P ‘ t # 7 
DRAWING BY Chon % 
NERMAN, 4 , 
2 








ia 


BEEEEBEUBDOceoOoasose 




















| itt ttt tL LITT LTT Pet 


f 














hp 
— 
~ 


@ | 
D Cy “LET ME INTRODUCE.” 



















O on ‘oe. las —_ =, 


———— === 














| NEW ARRIVALS ON CHRISTMAS MORNING: 

















28—THE ILLUSTRATED LONDON NzWS CHR 


) 
Y 


THE CHRISTMAS PARTY UP TO DATE: FA 


Christmas parties this year will possess a new and fascinating attraction, both for y 


oung and old, in the shape of the latest wonder of wireless telephon 
“Loud Speaker.” 


The voice of the unseen reciter transmitted from a central Broadcast station, perhaps a hundred miles away, is carried through space t 


into audible speech emitted from the foud: 
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P TO DATE: FAIRY TALES BY “BROADCAST.” 


st wonder of wireless telephony. In many homes this season a novel entertainment is being provided by means of radio: telephony apparatus fitted with 


a 
yay, is carried through space until the electric waves strike the wires of the indoor frame aerial, and, after passing through the receiving set, are converted 


eech emitted from the loud-speaking trumpet. 
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THE COUNTRY 
MOUSE AND THE 
TOWN MOUSE. 





Country 





THE 


invited 


Mouse 
Town 
Mouse to dine, and en- 


the 


tertained him as well 
} as hi larder of barley, 
V cheese-parings and nuts 


The Town 
Mouse p yinted out the 
dullness and lack of 


poli h of the rustic life, 


allowed 





and invited the Country 


Mou se to up 


with him 


in town When the two 
arrived at the large 
mansion in which the 
Town Mouse lived, they 


found the remains of a 
splendid banquet on 
the table, and the 
Country Mouse was im- 


pressed by the rich food. 
He was 


with his own, and think- 


contrasting it 


ing with contempt of the 
had 


when, in 


for- 
the 
midst of his enjoyment, 


poor fare he 


saken, 


the door burst open and 
a band of revellers came 
in, having returned from 
a late entertainment, 
The  affrighted 


hid in a 


friends 
corner, but 

“ 
when they attempted to 4 


creep out, the barking of 
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dogs warned them of danger, and drove them back in greater terror than before. 


out from his hiding-place, and bidding his friend good-bye, whispered: ‘* This fine mode of life may do for those who like it; but give me my 
t . . ” 
barley bread in peace and security betore the daintiest feast where Fear and Care are waiting. 


me 


At last, all seemed quiet, and the Country Mouse, stealing 
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before her! Slow 


and 


steady 


wins 


the race 


This 


is an unalterable 


rule 


ol 


life, but 


Despise not your enemy, and do not overrate your own genius 


MAXENCE 


it took a sharp lesson to teach the Hare this truth 


FABLE-LAND: 
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Throughout 


I op first imagined her as the heroine of this absurd adventure, she has gone down as the prototype of a false security and a too optimistic estimation ot personal prowess 
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g THE HARE AND 
THE TORTOISE. 








Hare once 


“THE 


the centuries, since 


FRENCH 
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f jeered at the 
os Tortoise for the slow- | | 
0 dearly, 
bean ness of his pace. But, 
One of 
to her surprise, the 
: : to think 
Tortoise laughed and id 
and dec 
y said that he would 
( a journe 
Vp run against her and 
5 vorld. 
q beat her any day 
“ce ” tried to 
Come on, said I 
f) “ yut in 
(> the Hare, ‘cand you 
Ay) flew aw 
D will soon see what my f 
| a9 1e ou 
A feet are made of! 
My | delightf 
t Off _they started, a thuns 
| the Tortoise jogging on, anc 
along without a seek rel 
ay moment’s pause at maiiah 
Di, his usual steady pace. quate s 
) The Hare, w ho the rain 
(A F treated the whole had drie 
os matter as a_ joke, he felt 
thought she would was del 
| first take a little another 
@ nap, and then over- some cc 
4, take her absurd op- He flew 
ponent. Meanwhile, him, but 
\ the Tortoise ple dded caught i 
on, but the Hare dint of 
> overslept herself, and freed hi 
}} she arrived at the cords we 
goal--after doing a he had 


splendid sprint good his 
ee ieee = alia = < = ~~ a= hae = > — Cs = (ED) only to see that the a Hawk : 
ra Oe IO ht AS IQ Ss DS 6-5 FP — Or? Sor Be Bo ae paste 


untortuns 
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appease his hunger with a miserable snail In life it is unwise to be too fastidious. The cleverest folk are 


know that to be too particular is to risk losing every chance. 


creature,’ he observed; but, as the moments went by, he had to be content with even smaller fry, for he eventually quite pleased to 


the most easily ple ised for they 
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had vanished, and 
that some tench had 


taken their pl ce 






The prospect of these 






fish as a meal did 







not please him, 





he waited, hoping to 
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better tl ings, but found 
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PIGEONS. 
















WO Pigeons, who t 
loved each other “t 
dearly, lived together. es 


One of them began 
to think life was dull, 
and decided to go on 
a journey and see the 
vorld. His companion 
tried to dissuade him, 
but in vain, and he 
flew away. At first 
he found everything 
delightful, but suddenly 
a thunderstorm came 
on, and he had to 
seek refuge in a tree, 
which offered inade 
quate shelter. When 
the rain ceased and he 
had dried his plumage, 
he felt hungry, and 
was delighted to see 
another pigeon by 
some corn in a field 
i, He flew down to join 
i him, but found himself 


caught in a snare. By 









dint of struggling, he ag. 2 CG3 
freed himself, for the Rik a Be. 7, 
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he had hardly made 
























































good his escape when 










a Hawk spied him and 


———— == F —— 
ee eee 


swooped down. The 
escaped through a lucky chance An Eagle also ot 


Nag 
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1 hin n ttackec the orde 
unfortunate Pigeon only sé 1 » and attacked he Hawk n | pre 
flew off, imagining that his troubles were over; but a boy threw a stone at hit f 
nd could hardly fly, but he was cured of his ** Wanderlust’! 


he was half-dead with fatigue a 


FOUR CLASSIC TALES. 
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THE SYMBOLISM OF SIME: INDRA QUENCHING THE 


The exquisite work of Mr. Sidney H. Sime is well known to our | By way of explanation, 
readers, and to those of the ‘ Sketch,’’ which published his illustrations J. C. Oman's translation 
to some of Lord Dunsany's weird tales Mr. Sime is acknowledged to fire, having drunk a 


be one of the greatest living imaginative artists His range of subject is years, during the sacrifice of King Swetaki, was satiated with his greasy 


wide, but he particularly favours the realm of fantasy, and he has been fare, had become pale, and could not shine as before. To recover his 











called “the world’s special artist to Hades The above drawing is health, a change of diet 
his flaming tongues the forest of Khandava in 


taken from Vedic legend, in which Indra, king of the gods, and his wished to devour with 





twin-brother Agni, god of fire, form, with Surya, god of the sun, a that land; but, whenever he attempted to do this, Indra opposed him 


triad of deities indra is otten represented riding a white elephant quenching the flames raised by the fire-god with torrents of rain 

















From Draw {. SiMe, 





FLAMES OF AGNI. 


continuous stream of clarified butter for twelve 





Mr. Sime supplies the following details from 
of the ‘‘ Mahabharata’’: Agni, the god of 









was necessary for the god, and he therefore 
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THE SYMBOLISM OF SIME: ECHIDNA DIRE, MOTHER OF MONSTERS. 








. . ats — w half-1 nster and half-wo 
Echidna, in ancient Greek myth, was halt-mo ' alte f there be f 1uthent family document She wa 
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HOW JOAN THE MAID, CLAD IN PAGE’S DRESS, HAD AUDIENCE OF THE DAUPHIN CHARLES. 


The Maid, in her page's dress of black and grey, was not confused by such a throng. . . . She came forward with great humility and simplicity. . . . And she 


spoke to the King thus: ‘Most noble Lord Dauphin, I come from God to help you and your zealm,.’ ''— adrew Lang's “ The Maid of France.’ 
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ff with the toes of narrow r foot above 

so very white was the 
against the shadow, for the moo one 
her friend was 


The blossoms of the daisies which 

black against her feet and maiden 

out through the streets Caire over ; she 
she came to the tower where 
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it, and went very bright; and 
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A DISC of light flickered-in the darkness 
Then a shadowy figure ime int view It was Paul 
carrying an electri 





Such an overhauling of the house of Zani Chada as I despair of describing. 


“Where are you, Knox ?’’ he cried, flashing the light all about us. 


Suddenly he saw me where I stood, Doubtless [ looked like one 


newly recovered from an opium debauch, for Harley stood still, staring 
at me with a strange expression in his eyes. I thought that he looked 
haggard and ill, and wondered why. 

Fruth to tell, my bemused mind was groping for an explanation of 
my presence in this room with its compassionate Madonna, its great 
jade Buddha, its canopy of cloth-of-gold, its mingling of Christianity 
and Paganism, and wild riot of colour. In the dim light of the torch 
it all looked shadowy and mysterious 

“LT shottld have warned you,’ said Harley, and his voice sounded 
almost like a groan 

Phe knocking which T had heard dimly in my trance, now  pro- 
Claimed itself to be a persistent battering upon some distant door, 


“What has happened, Harley ’ L whispered‘ for God's sake, 
What has happened 

‘Several things,”’ he returned grimly. “ Simple in themselves, but 
collectively damnable. In the first place, the electric light has been 


turned off all over the house from some unknown switch in the cellars. 
In the second place, while you stood there drinking in the wicked 
beauty of Madame de Medici, I was neatly and efficiently sand-bagged 
from behind ! 

My God, Harley! and I never knew it! 


You were past knowing anything! [should have warned you.”’ 
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the wonder of the thing suddenly bursting upon 


what 


ny power of this woman who has tricked us. How 


s s tricked us I have yet to learn. Don’t you understand, 
1an, pull yourself together ! ”’ 
vouring to do so, Harley. What is that crashing 


essex breaking into the house. It will be daylight in ten 
s probably thinks we are both murdered.” 
peated. ‘‘ Then how long— 
and four hours |’ interrupted Harley bitterly. ‘‘ She 
ol nee, Knox, even if she has escaped, which we have yet 
. th utrage she has made London too hot to hold her. 
see why she took the chance. Now that it is too late, I can 





” 


see ma things that were dark to me before. 
t ©, Harley,’’ I protested, ‘‘ the whole affair has the seeming 

ghtmare You were sand-bagged, you say: but why? Her 

ss in grasping the situation and dealing with it as she did, put us 

pele position. She could have had us arrested as burglars ! ”’ 
I know, Knox. But she wanted to learn what had become of 
| Julian, and she adopted the only means that occurred to 








of finding out.” 

What means? I don’t follow.” 

Listen,”’ said Harley irritably. ‘‘ My head feels as though it were 
splitting, and in any event this is no time for long explanations. But 


From foundation to roof there was not a square foot left unaccounted for. 


your recollections of our interview with Madame probably take you 
as far as the time when I asked you to recall a certain address ? ”’ 

“ T remember your doing so perfectly.”’ 

“I knew the address weli enough, Knox! I was merely endeavour- 
ing to stimulate your mind to individual action. I could see what was 
happening to you.” 

‘ But,” I cried,“ what was happening to me?” 

“You were being hypnotised ! ”’ 

“What 2* 

“You were being hypnotised by the most proficient hypnotist in 
Europe ; a woman who possesses dangerous powers as well as dangerous 
beauty. I have already hinted at several episodes in her career, but if I 
were to tell you the whole truth about Madame de Medici, even now I 
doubt if vou would credit it.’’ 

‘I find it hard to credit even your assertion that I have been 
hypnotised ! ”’ 

“Do you?” Harley snapped. ‘ Then, perhaps you will tell me of 
your experience since the moment when I was sand-bagged, and when, 
by the way, you made no attempt to assist me.” 

“ My dear fellow !”’ I cried reproachfully, ‘‘ don’t remind me of that 


Of course, I can see now, clearly enough, that I was under some unusual 
influence.”’ 


“Verv unusual!’”’ he replied But without disrespect I would add 


that men of greater mental powers than yourself have fallen under it 
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MAD WITH TOOTHACHE 
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Take two tablets of 


ENASPRIN 


(The Safe Brand of aspirin.) 


It stops the pain in 
10 to 15 minutes. 


That is a true statement which you should verify 
at once by sending for a Free Sample of Genasprin. 


Don't make the mistake of supposing that 
. . ° . . 
Genasprin is a dangerous, habit-forming drug — 
one which will extract a cruel penalty after- 
wards for a temporary alleviation of pain. 

If that were so, you had far better endure the pain of 
toothache—but it is not so. Unlike ordinary “ aspirin,” 
Genasprin is certified by Physicians to be incomparably 
pure and free from ill-effects. 

Nor is Genasprin effective merely against ordinary mild 
Toothache. It is just as potent in the severest Neuralgia— 
in a deep-rooted abscess—in excruciating Headache—in 
Neuritis and Sciatica. 

It does not necessarily cure: that is the doctor’s affair, 
or the dentist’s. But it does stop the pain—does give you 
complete relief, for several hours at a time, from these 
agonising pains which torment you night and day, drive 
away sleep, and reduce your whole conscious life to a 
pin-point of throbbing nerve-torture. 


Read this Remarkable Testimonial. 


4, Lowther Road, Doncaster. 
Gentlemen, May 13, 1922. 

I should be seriously lacking in gratitude if I did not write to say 
how the agonising pain of Neuralgia disappeared entirely after taking 
one dose of Genasprin (two tablets in water). 

Some time ago I was in such pain that I had to leave my work at 
the office and walk about the streets in agony. Then the advertisement 
of “Genasprin” caught my eye, and I walked straight into Boots’ and 
bought a bottle of tablets. 1 went home and took two tablets (in water), 
and in less than ten minutes | was smilinz again, and I returned 
straightway to my work. So sudden was my cure that I believe my 
colleague thought I had been “ swinging the lead.” 

I have not had a return of the pain up to the present, and I can 
assure you that if I do, I shall not have to endure it long. 

I always make a point of recommending Genasprin to my friends. 


Yours truly, R. G. HORWOOD. 





To GENATOSAN, Ltd., 

Loughborough, Leicestershire. 
Please send me a Free Sample of Genasprin Tablets and 
Explanatory Booklet. I enclose a 2d. stamp tor postage. 
Name 
Address 
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Once you have experienced for your- 
self the wonderful pain-relieving etfect 
of Genasprin you will take care never to - By 
to be without it. Your . 
chemist sells it, price Sevan Wat hy 
2s. per bottle of 35 
tablets—but see that 
he gives you Genasprin, 
not ordinary “aspirin. 
South African Representative? 


Mr. G, EF, OLDEIELD, 


P.O. Box 8:6, Cape Town 






? 








ZZ 


Mlle 


MMe} 


WWMM 


AL geet eddie 


Li 


| 
\ 
: 


























? See ; 
\ } 
Nee 














and she will admire and value not only 
the Gift, but your good taste in selecting it. 





Single 


Ciro Pearl Ear- 


rings on solid gold mounts. 


#1 


Ciro 


Ring in g 


Is. per pair. 


en 


Pearl Cross-over 
ld or platinette. 
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Gold-bar Brooch, with 


unig 


ue Ciro Pearl. 


£1 Is 





CIRO PEARLS are an 


’ ever acceptable present 


! to a woman—-always in 


. than at the Christmas | 


fashion, always appro- 
priate, and never more 


} season. 


| fect colouring, and natural | 
| form make them such ; 


Their brilliant sheen, per- 


‘ exact replicas of the 


Oriental pearl that it is 
impossible to tell one from 


t the other, even when worn 
1 side by side. 


| But while a string of real 


pearis may cost a fabu- 


' lous sum, a necklet of 


' CIRO PEARLS is within 


the limits of everyone's 


' means, 


ww oar trae meee TEPEDE ED ao @ aterm ones 


| Christmas Gift, your own | 


As a Yuletide offering 
nothing equa’s a_ fac- 
simile of a valuable pearl 
necklace or one of the 
charming gifts shown on 
this page. 

If you come to our show- 
rooms to select your 


eyes will convince you, 


‘| wonderful postal service 


but if this is not possible, | 


then avail yourself of our 


; and 


OUR UNIQUE OFFER. 





On receipt of One Guinea we 
will send you a Necklet of 
Ciro Pearls, 16 inches long, 
with clasp and case com- 


plete, or a Ring, Brooch, Ear- , 
rings, or any other Ciro Pearl } 


Jewel in hand-made gold 
settings. If, after comparing 
them with real or other arti 
ficial pearls, they are not 
found equal to the former or 


| superior to the latter, return 
' them to us within fifteen days 


and we will refund your 
money. Ciro Pearl necklets 
may also be cbhtained in any 
length required. We have a 


: large staff of expert pearl 


stringers. 


Attractive Cases supplied with 


all goods, but specially Fine 
Cases, as illustrated, 2 - extra, 


| or, for necklet, 3/6 extra. 


' Latest descriptive booklet No. 16 


post free on application. 














i 
39 Old Bond Atrect Sondon W.1 Dept 16 
Our Showrooms are on the First Floor, over Lloyd's Bank Near Piccadilly 
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AT THE PASSING OF THE TOYS: THE FRIENDLY MAN.IN-THE-MOON. 
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Welcome Old Friend at Christmas-time 


ENO’s Fruit Salt is here symbolised by our artist as a hale and 
heartv old English gentleman, genial as the sun, ever welcome as a 


valued triend in those households where hospitality and good cheer 
predominate. ‘Thus at Christmas-time, the festivities are enjoyed all 


the more, because appetite and digestion are in the care of a gentle 
but reliable custodian with over halt-a-century’s experience. 


FRUIT 
SA LT 


The particular value of ENO’s Fruit salt and its superiority over 


Household all other preparations lie in its natural action, its fresh, invigorating, Handy 
Size 


Size pleasant taste, and in the fact that it assists Nature without sup 
planting her methods. All who value health and internal cleanliness 1 9 
3/- should drink ENO’S Fruit Salt—just a ‘‘ dash’”’ in a glass of cold or / 
warm water—first thing every morning 
PLEASANT COOLING 
INVIGORATING 


NW” HEALTH-CIVING In THO Sizes—a bh yon hemist for he size that suits 


<a CrreavEscENT savint 












more than once. But tell me quickly what you.can recollect of your 
experience.”’ 

I clutched my head, because it seemed to me that to-night I 
had stepped clear ot solid earth, and for a while had moved amongst 
phantom things; in a world beyond the boundary of common-sense, 
governed by laws whose very existence was denied. by science.. Then 
haltingly 1 began to recount what I could remember of my dream or 
trance, for to this day I cannot define it. As 1 concluded : 

“ Right!” said Harley rapidly; ‘‘ 1 suspected it. Knox, all that 
we know, she knows now. She holds every clue that we hold! She 
knows that two members of the organisation are dead, and, unless I 
am greatly mistaken, Limehouse will never see Madame de Medici 
again. Her activities, unfortunately, will be renewed elsewhere, no 
doubt.” 

I stared at him haggardly. 

“ But ——’” 

‘“Oh, she knows, Knox, she knows!” he cried. ‘‘ She has sucked 
your brain empty of every bit of information of interest to her! ”’ 

As he spoke, the distant hammering culminated in a dull crash. 

“The door is down,” he said. ‘‘ Come on, Knox!” 

At that, flashing the light of his torch ahead of him, he walked out 
of the room, staggering slightly, by which I knew that he was still 
suffering” from the effects of the assault upon him. I followed, and 
presently my feet were sinking into the thickness of the 
carpet upon the wide staircase. Below, in the pillared 
hallway, there were several discs of moving light, and 
a confusion of voices came up to me. 

““Mr. Harley !’’ I heard, and it was Inspector 
Wessex who cried the name. s 

‘All right, Wessex !’”’ my friend replied. 
“We are both safe.”’ 

“Thank God!” cried the Scotland 
Yard man. 

‘““What news, Wessex ?” asked 
Harley, descending the stairs. ‘‘ You 
have followed all the men who left 
the house ? ’” 

“All the men who left the 
house ?”’ came another voice with 
which I was unfamiliar. ‘ Nobody 
has left the house—not a _ soul! 
Neither this house nor that of 
Kwee ! ”’ 

“What ?”’ Harley cried sharply. 
‘Then there is still a chance, but 
a remote one! Knox, take a 
party through the passage to the 
house of Kwee. You know the 
way. If the doors are closed, 
post someone there and report to 
me. We can then break in from 
the front. Meanwhile, Wessex, 
spread your men out, and search 
this burrow from cellar to attic. 
Particularly try to find the main 
switch and get some light on again.’ 

Thereupon commenced such an 
overhauling of the house of Zani Chada 
as I despair of describing. From 
foundation to roof there was not a 
square foot left unaccounted for. The 
whole place was queerly and _ exotically 
furnished. In the scheme there was a sub- 
stratum that was purely Chinese, but in many 
of the rooms it had become overlaid with a_ sort 
of medizval luxuriousness which I suppose reflected 
the personality of Madame de Medici: so that 
some of the rooms might have belonged to a 
Florentine courtesan of the time of Lorenzo the 
Magnificeat, whilst others were sheerly barbaric. 

The place was laden with costly things, and I wondered what their 
fate would be. But of this house’ packed with bewildering treasures, 
as the storehouse of some ancient buccaneer, the outstanding wonder 
was, that excepting ourselves and the police, no living soul could we 


, 


find within its four walls ! 

Kwee's also was empty from roof to cellar, and I had_ rarely 
witnessed a more curious scene than that discovered as dawn crept 
over the roofs of Chinatown, touching greyly the faces of the search- 
party, 

“We should never have found the passage from Kwee's,’’ said 
Harley bitterly, ‘if it had not been shown to us. Doubtless there 
is another by which they all escaped.” 

“ Zani Chada’s cellars have had the reputation of being catacombs for 
some years now,’’ Wessex added. 

“Well .”’ Harley turned to me and conjured up a smile—‘‘ where 
Raymond M‘Cabe failed I need not be ashamed to do likewise.” 

“ But you have not failed yet, Harley!” I cried. 

“No,” he murmured, ‘‘ but I have missed my _ big chance.”’ 

We walked back to Limehouse Police Station through the deserted 
streets. The storm had blown over, but the skies remained grey and 
lowering. In some subtle fashion, I felt ashamed of myself. I had given 
important information to the enemy, and the fact that T had been forced 
to do so by a superior will) was poor consolation, especially since the 
superior will was that of a woman. 

As we came in sight of the police depot : 

“Oh, by the way, Mr. Harley,’’ said Wessex, 
Innes, phoned several times during the night, and finally at close upon 


“your secretary, Mr. 


two o'clock this morning.” 
“ What about ? ’’ asked Harley listlessly. 
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“A messenger from the Foreign Office had delivered an important 
letter.” 

“What's that ? From the Foreign Office ? 

Harley’s face lighted up. 

“Yes,’’ replied Wessex. ‘1 explained that we couldn’t get in touch 
with you at the time, and Mr. Innes said, as he expected the matter was 
of importance, that he would remain at your office until you ’phoned.”’ 

‘He ’ll have turned in by now,’’ murmured Harley, whose chambers 
adjoined his business premises. ‘‘I see the Daimler is waiting, so I 
need not wake him by ’phoning. We can drop you and Sergeant Preston 
at Figtree Court, and I will go along to Chancery Lane.”’ 

He had already imparted to Wessex details of the gruesome crime 
which had been committed in the chambers above my own, so that 
Wessex merely nodded in acquiescence; and when certain necessary 
formalities had been gone through at Limehouse Police Station, Harley 
and myself, with Wessex and his assistant, Detective-Sergeant Preston, 
drove through the empty East End streets on that grey morning, a dis- 
consolate quartette. 

A unique opportunity to learn the secrets of one of the most deadly 
groups ever organised for the overthrow of established Governments had 
been lost. We knew no more respecting the identity of the Black 
Mandarin than we had known at the outset. Except for Madame 
de Medici, not one name was added to the list of members known to 

the authorities. Worst of all, they must now be fully 
alive to their peril. 

Not only had we failed to achieve anything, but we 
had also undone the result of much patient work in 
the past. We were a silent party, and as we 
passed around St. Paul’s Churchyard, I 
wondered if I had the stomach to face 

again the shambles in that top set. 


CHAPTER IX. 
THE MESSAGE FROM PEKIN. 


WHEN presently we were seated in 
the book-lined study, at the back 
of the office in which Harley 
ordinarily received his clients 
during business hours, he poured 
out two stiff pegs of whisky. 
Innes brought in the Foreign 
Office letter, and Harley eagerly 
tore open the envelope and 
scanned the contents. 
“Ah,” he murmured — “ in 
code. If you will excuse me, 
Knox, I will decipher it at 


He set to work, his pipe 
fuming between his teeth, whilst 

at the other side of the room I 

outlined to Innes the extraordinary 

events of the night. Our mur- 

mured conversation was_ presently 
interrupted by a cry from Harley. 

““A message from the Legation 

at Pekin! The first definite clue to 

the identity of the Black Mandarin 

which has ever come to hand. And an 

of important one! ”’ 

Surrounding himself with clouds of 

tobacco smoke, he continued his task of 

decoding the message. I must confess that I 

had lost track of the time, for on these ‘‘ Baghdad 

nights ’’ with Harley I had grown used to seeing 

dawn break over London. But, although the lamps 
were lighted in the study, it was broad daylight. 

I had resumed my conversation with Innes. 
Suddenly the telephone bell rang. I ceased. speak- 
ing, staring at him interrogatively. Harley also looked up from his task, 
the results of which so far, judging from his expression, I divined to be 


it at once.” 


vitally important. The bell rang again and again when none of us 
made any movement to answer it. 
“Extraordinary !’’ Harley murmured, his heavy eyebrows raised, 


“who the devil can it be? Will you attend to it, Innes ?”’ 

Innes nodded, stood up, and went out of the study to the outer 
office, while Harley immediately became absorbed again in his code 
message. The next moment he laid down his pencil, stood up suddenly 
and turned to me. 

“ Iknox,’’ he said, ‘“‘ there is someone on the telephone. Have yout 
any idea who it is?” 

“Not the slightest.”’ 

We stood together watching and waiting. That Harley’s extra- 
ordinary powers of intuition had forewarned him I cannot doubt ; 
but for my part I started back literally stupefied when : 

“Madame de Medici to speak to you,’’ said Innes, returning. 

‘Madame de Medici ? ”’ 

“At any rate it was a lady’s voice,’’ said Innes. 

The expression on Harley’s face I cannot pretend to define. 1 
knew his immovable calm. But this was so totally unexpected that we 
could only stare at one another. Recovering himself, he proceeded to 
the telephone. 

I followed him, and, obeying his silent invitation, took up the second 
receiver with which the instrument was equipped. 

‘“Madame de Medici speaking,’’ she began. Harley recognised the 
silvern voice instantly—should I ever forget it? His grim, bronzed 
face afforded a study which would have taxed the father of physi 


ognomy. She continued : [Continued on page 40 
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IRD'S CUSTARD is the “Heart’s Desire” of every child. During nearly ninety 
years the grandparents and mothers and fathers of the present generation have, 


each in their turn, loved creamy Bird’s Custard and thrived upon it. 

Its rich store of nutriment places Bird’s Custard in the forefront for the children’s 
welfare. Besides being a delicious treat, the body-building nourishment in BIRD'S 
supplies plentifully the needs of those who are growing rapidly. 


BIRDS Custarp 


adds 25% to the calorific value of the milk with which it is 
prepared; both children and adults gain to this extent at 
every meal when Bird’s Custard is served. 


Whether it be for everyday use, or for a festive occasion, Bird’s Custard 
can always be made in a moment. It is the most delicious Hot Sauce for 
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A Household Treasure 


FLOVIS is nourishing, appetizing, delicious —a 
firm favourite with all the family. No wonder 
the children love it! The crisp, golden-brown 
crust appeals to healthy young appetites 
with a zest which simply brooks no denial. 
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contains all the vital elements of the golden 
wheat. It nourishes brain and body ; promotes 
vigorous health ; ~~ brings bounding _ vitality. 
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I must apologise for troubling you at this unearthly hour, but 

then, you did not shrink from troubling me.” 
Harley winced under the cutting lash’ of her words. 

I am leaving London almost immediately, and I deeply regret my 
inability to return your unexpected call. | equally regret my lack of 
hospitality, Mr. Harley, even if you were an uninvited guest. Last 
night a deadly blow was struck at the organisation to which [ belong. 
{ know everything now. While you and vour friends have been making 
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Michael Hebron’s chambers: for, what with the mad trathc of the raght 
and the fact that at this chilly hour of dawn vitality was at its Jowest 
ebb, I felt that my presence at the official enquiry would be both 

useless to those concerned and distressing to mvselt 
However, I mastered my teelings as well as might be, and presently 
found myself standing before the door of that top set where properly 
our adventure had commenced. Sergeant Preston opened to us, and 
almost immediately I detected that queer, incense-like smell, which 
characterised the chambers. Wessex was 














standing just inside the lobby. his note 
book in his hand, and 
“ Well, Wessex, said Harley cagerty 


what have you discovered 
[| think LT have reconstructed — the 
affair,” replied the Scotland Yard = man 
“that is to sav, [ can give vou a fairly 
clear idea of what happened 

Good!" rapped Harley Go on 

“ Suppose we talk in here,” said Wessex 
opening a door on the right \fter 
wards we will go over the ground together 
and vou can check my reasoning. 

We entered a plainly furnished dining- 
room, Wessex turning up the light lre- 
quently referring to his notebook he out- 
lined the results of his enquiry 

“The divisional surgeon hasn't come 
yet,” he explained, © but) that doesn't 
matter very much. The facts, it appears 
to me, are these: The man called Julian 
came here some time during the evening 
to call upon Michael Hebron. The exact 
time 1] expect to learn by enquiries at 
the flat in Maida Vale, He was in evening 
dress and carned a small attaché - ase 
which contained, according to your ac- 
count, Mr. Harley, a black-cowled robe. 

It did,” Harley contirmed And a 
similar robe [ found folded up in a hand- 
bag in Michael Hebron’s bed-room.’ 








1 took up the second receiver with which the instrument was equipped. 


vourselves busy in Limehouse I have visited the scene of the tragedy. 
But with all your cleverness the end is not yet. We shall meet 
again, my friend, and it may be that we shall understand one another 
better” 

Then silence ! 

Harley could think of nothing to say. When he did find words, 
Madame had gone. He returned to the study and we stood like two 
carven men. At last my friend said : 

‘I have met my Waterloo, Knox, and she called me up to gloat 
over my defeat.”’ 

‘’ What do you mean, Harley ? 

He did not reply to my question, but : 

‘Somewhere deep in my very bones I admire that woman,”’ he 
continued: “ within the last eight hours. 
whilst we have been making ourselves 
ridiculous, she has forestalled us every 
time. ’ 

' Harlev,”’ I cried, ‘it is all so in- 
comprchensible.”’ , 

It will be clear as day,”’ he assured 
me, ‘when we have heard the report of 
Inspector Wessex. Good God !"’-— he 
brought his open hand down upon the 
table—-' that that woman could be visit- 
ing Hebron’s chambers while we were 
guessing what to do. Have you any 
idea, Knox, of the nationality of Madame 
de Medici ? Does she look Italian: he 
snapped. 

‘ Not in the least.” 

"She has lived in Italy,’ he went on, 
beginning to gather up his papers from 
the table ‘ Indeed, I think she has lived 
in almost every country, in almost every 
capital of the world, at one time or 
another, But at last I think I have 
placed her.’ 

“Po you mean in regard to her 


origin 
““Yes—and it explains many things,”’ 
He stared me squarely in the face. ‘‘ She 


' - 


is Chinese, Knox!" 

‘* What !'"" I cried 

‘She is Chinese !—a fact which opens 
up an entirely new line of enquiry. But, 
truth to tell, I have lost faith in myself 
Another peg of whisky is indicated, I 


think, Knox And then we will rejoin 
Wessex.” 

There was intense but suppressed ex- 
citement in his manner; but now, as 


he gave a final glance at the decoded 
message, it occurred to me that the 
information received from the British Legation in Pekin was _ really 
responsible for this 

When presently we set out, T was in no mood for the horrors of 


Very well,” continned Wessex. “ He 
went into the study, and talked to Hebrou 
for some time I have counted the cigar 
ette stumps, and I have worked it out that he must have been there 
for fully half an hour. What they quarrelled about we don't know 
and probably shall never know ‘i 

‘On the contrary, interrupted Harley, I think T know already 

What do you mean, Mr. Harley ? | asked Wessex surprised|y 
‘That you know what caused the quarrel ? ”’ 

‘It wasn't exactly a quarrel,”’ replied Harley: ‘' but go on 

“ Well, then,’ continued Wessex, glancing at him questioningly 
“from a table drawer which is still open, Hebron took out a Colt 
repeater, fitted with a silencer—presumably unnoticed by Julian —-and 
shot him as he sat in the armchair. He probably meant to shoot 
him through the heart. The bullet was an inch too high. 

‘‘T know,’ murmured Harley; ‘IT saw the wound.” 





I detected that queer, incense-like smeff that characterised the chambers. 


‘ Julian, who must have been a man of indomitable will, started 
to his feet, upsetting the ash-tray from the arm of his chair, and fell 


upon his assailant Hebron must have dropped the pistol when Julian 


2, at everier 





sprang, for Julian evi- 
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the surprise occasioned 





dently got him by the 
throat, threw him, and, 
in spite of a_ ghastly 
wound, squeezed the life 
out of him.” 

*“ Yes, yes,” said Har- 
ley rapidly, ‘‘ I agree with 
all your conclusions so 
far, Wessex.” 

“‘T think it possible,” 
continued Wessex, ‘ but 
it is for the divisional sur- 
geon to say, that Julian 
might have _ recovered 
from his wound except 
for the violent exertion of 
his attack upon Hebron. 
He was determined to kill 
him, .So far I am fairly 
sure of my ground, Mr. 
Harley. From _ various 
clues which I can show to 
you I have reconstructed 
the whole affair. We now 
come to mere surmises. 
Julian, having finished 
the man who had shot 
him, seems to have stag- 
gered into the next room, 
evidently with the idea 
of getting to the tele- 
phone. He had actually 
opened the book and 
almost reached the instru- 
ment, when a tremendous 
hemorrhage seems to 
have finished him.” 

‘““He had done more 
than that,’’ said Harley 
gravely. ‘‘ He had given 
a few more years of 
peace to a world that 
was threatened with war.” 


CHAPTER X. 
THE BrLack MARK. 








by this statement, “ that 
we go into the study 
and view the body of 
Hebron, which I have 
not moved more than 
was necessary for my 
enquiry.” 

“Very well,” Harley 
agreed. 

We filed into the room 
of which I had ghastly 
memories, and there was 
the long gaunt figure 
stretched upon the floor. 
I turned, looking at 
Harley, and, although his 
face was set and mask- 
like, his eyes gleamed 
feverishly, and I, who 
knéw him well, realised 
that he held a_ hidden 
clue to this baffling mys- 
tery. He did not speak, 
however, until Wessex 
had drawn his attention 
to the data by means of 
which he _ had _srecon- 
structed the details of the 
crime. But presently : 

“ Have you determined 
the nationality of the man 
Hebron ? ”’ he asked: 

** 'Well,’’ Wessex re- 
plied, ‘“we may term 
him an international, but 
I should say he was 
Asiatic.” 

“ Asiatic, yes,”’ rapped 
Harley. ‘A Chinaman.” 

“Likely enough,” re- 
turned Wessex—‘‘ as you 
say he belonged to the 
Black Mandarin group.” 

“Look well at his 
face, Knox,” Harley in- 
vited. ‘Note the in- 
tellectual strength of the 








‘I SUGGEST, now,” 


brow-—the power in every 


said Wessex, mastering “From a table drawer Hebron took out a Colt repeater ... and shot him as he sat in the armchair.” line.”’ ffecutcuneitocsrleah, 
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,’ Harley in- 
Note the in- 
trength of the 
power in every 


outinued overleas. 
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Our mouth clean 














How the 





Formamint habit 


proves your General Health and 
protects you from Infectious Disease 


gn the American historian, is said to 
have chewed soap every day in the belief that 
it was ‘‘ just as necessary to clean the inside 


_ of the mouth as the outside.’’ 


So it is; bet neither soap, mouth-washes nor teeth- 


cleaning prepa 


rations are sufficient to secure what 


doctors and dentists call ‘‘ oral asepsis"’—that is, a 
mouth and throat so hygienically clean and pure that 
disease-producing germs cannot thrive there. 


The modern scientific method is to suck a couple 
of Formamint tablets, morning and evening, as a 
regular part of your daily toilet routine. 


Begin that habit at once by sending for a Free Sample 


of Formamint. 


Provided there is not already some diseased condition 
of the oral cavity which requires medical treatment, the 
Formamint habit ensures a “clean,” aseptic mouth and 
throat—and so protects you against diseases like the 
foliowing, which doctors now attribute to “oral sepsis” 
(See “British Medical Journal,” 


or dirty 


Abscesses 
Appendicitis 
Arthritis 
Cancer 
Chorea 
Consumption 
Deafness 
Debility 
Diphtheria 
Spotted Fever 


y mouth, 
March 13th, 1915.) 


Dyspepsia 
Foul Breath 
Gastritis 

Goitre 
Gumboils 
Heart-Disease 
Influenza 
Kidney-Disease 
Laryngitis 
Measles 


Mumps 
Pyorrhea 
Quinsy 
Rheumatism 
Rheumatic Fever 
Scarlet Fever 
Sore Throat 
Spongy Gums 
Tonsilitis 
Typhus 


Not only does the Formamint habit safeguard you from these 
very prevalent diseases—-indirectly it also brings about that 
improved condition of the general health which always results 
when the mouth and throat are maintained in an aseptic 


condition. 


Thousands of people have already adopted this new health habit, 
and their number is increasing every day. Once you have 
started this habit, its advantages become so obvious that you 


will never willingly relinquish them. 


For the mouth and throat always seem singularly clean and 


refreshed ; the gums are firm and of a healthy hue ; 


tooth- 


decay is prevented ; the local effects of tobacco or alcohol are 
removed ; tainted breath is sweetened ; and the voice is kept 


in good condition. 


Write to-day for a Free Sample of Formamint—and remember 
that it is the only preparation which has been scientifically 
proved to destroy disease-germs in the mouth and throat without 


injuring the tissues. 


Ask your Chemist for genuine Formamint (price 2/9), every 
bottle of which is labelled Genatosan Ltd., Loughborough. 





THE GERM-KILLING TR 


GENATOSAN, LTD., Lougnborough, Leicestershire. 






eee 


The Earl ef Euston 
writes :— 

‘« Formamint was 
recommended to 
me by a very good 
specialist, and was 
successful in 
curing a Sore 
Throat in one in. 
stance and a Cold 
in the other. 
Nothing I have 
ever tried before 
has been able to 
stop them running 
their course.’’ 


Lady Scott, wife cf 
Rear-Admiral Sir 
Percy Scott, writes: 


‘*Lady Scott finds 
Formamint so 
good for the 
throat, and alsoas 
a preventative of 
infectious diseases 
in crowded 
places.’’ 


Miss Lily Brayton, 
the Farnous Act- 
ress, writes :— 
‘‘I have great 
pleasure in testi- 
fying to the ex- 
cellenceof Forma- 
mint Tablets. I 
use them con- 
stantly.’’ 


Mr. Ronald T. 
Massey, the well- 
known journalist, 
says of Formamint 
Tablets, that they 
are ‘‘ admirable 
for staving off 
infection. J] have 
tried substitutes, but 
find Formamint ten 
times as effective.” 


Mr. Matheson 
Lang, the Famous 
Actor, writes :— 
‘*My doctor or 
dered me Forma- 
mint during an 
attack of Influ 
enza; it gave me 
great relief and 


healed the 
lacerated tissues 
wonderfully.’’ 






Write To-Day 
for this 
FREE SAMPLE. 


Simply send wus a 
twopenny stamp—to 
cover the cost of 

stage, and we will 
aad you a gene- 
rous sample of For- 
mamint Tablets with 
explanatory booklet 
Please meotion this 
paper wheo writing 
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Lady's Aquascutum Frinton Coat 
(on the same lines as a man's coat), 





PURE NEW WOOL 
WEATHERPROOF 
SELF - VENTILATING 











‘ Y QUASCUTUM 

Coats ensure 

healthful pro- 

tection against 
weather vagaries, and 
at the same time clothe 
with comfort and drape 
with distinctiveness. 
Toneful colours, plain 
and check patterns. 








Aquascutum Coats from 
6 Gns., Costumes from 
10 Gns., Capes 8 Gns. 
Hate to march, 1} Gns. 


Aquascutum Coats sent on 
approval against remittance or 
London trade reference. Men- 
tion of THe Ittustratgsp Lon. 
DON News will bring catalogue 
and patterns by retucn. Agents 
in principal Towns. 





100 Regent Street London W 


Sole Makers of Eiderscutum Light and Warm Wraps (8 and 9 Gus.) 
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EXPANDING 


THE QUEEN .OF 
WATCH BRACELETS 
The “Britannic” Expanding 
Bracelet has made an unrivalled 
world reputation for its dura- 
bility and the charm of its designs. 
The springs will be renewed free 
of charge any time during five 

years, through any jeweller. 
May be seen at all good-class 
jewellers, complete with watches in 
various styles. Also ‘“ Britannic” 
Expanding Bands alone. with 
hooks, to replace straps. 


See the name “ Britannic’ inside the bracele 
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I looked as he directed, 








but was revolted by the 
spectacle, for the man 
had died of strangula- 
tion. His throat was dis- 
coloured and his features 
were contorted. 

‘‘ This,”” said Harley, 

was no ordinary man.”’ 
He turned to Wessex. 
“His fists are tightly 
clenched ? "' 

“ Yes,"’ was the reply, 
“he clenched them in his 
death agony, I suppose.” 

“Probably,” mur- 
mured Harley, in a voice 
so altered that I glanced 
at him sharply. 

Intense excitement, 
long repressed, now mani- 
fested itself unmistakably. 
Even Detective-Sergeant 
Preston, who was en- 
gaged in making an in- 
ventory of the contents 
of the room, noted it, 
for he looked up from 
his work as Harley drew 
a sheet of quarto paper 
out of his breast pocket, 
and began to speak again. 

“TI have here,’ he 
said, ‘a decoded message 
which has come through 
from Pekin. I[ will not 
read it in detail, but it 
contains a definite clue 
to the personality of the 
Black Mandarin.” 

‘At last !’’ cried Wes- 
sex. ‘‘ You know who he 
is ?”’ 















































“No,” returned Har- 
ley; ‘but it is a clue 
which should enable one to 
recognise him anywhere, 
and it is contained in these 























































































‘Owing to some ob- 
scure pathological con- 
dition, the official deno- 
minated /'" the glanced 
aside to me—-‘* This refers 
to the Black Mandarin, 
Knox,’’ he explained, and 
continued te read ‘' * hears 
a characteristic mark to 
which possibly the name 
by which he has become 
known may be attributed. 
In the palm of his right 
hand is a deep, nearly 
black, patch or stain, 
some two inches in dia- 
meter,’ ”’ 

He replaced the paper 
in his pocket, and : 

“At last, Knox!” he 
cried. ‘‘ New I understand 
why the palms of our 
hands were scrutinised so 
closely to-night when we 
returned the salutation 
given to us! Now I 
know what upset all our 
calculations and brought 
the whole ceremony te 
such an abrupt end.”’ 

“Good heavens! you 
don’t mean—~—”"” 

“Perhaps 1 am jump- 
ing to conclusions,”’ he 
broke in, ‘“‘ but at least 
we can test the matter.” 

He dropped on one 
knee beside the body of 
Michael Hebron, seized 
the clenched right fist 
and forced the fingers 
open, then 

“Twas right!’ he 
cried triumphantly, and 
started to his feet. 

In the centre of the 
dead man’s palm was a 
discoloured patch resem- 











words ’’-— he read from bling a bruise! 

his. own transcription ; In the centre of the dead’ man’s paifm was a discoloured patch resembling a bruise. “Why, Mr. Harley,” 
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HEN you decide to pur- : mip 
f\ \¢ chase a 19.6 h.p. Crossley : He 
you choose a known quan- fe) 
= Sa F tity, a car which has amply proved LIER 
: itself to be far above the average, O20 : 
a giving perfect road service with a 1 
minimum of trouble and expense. a 
' | : OVO 
You will certainly be interested in a YN : 
: - the specification and description of bl 
the 19.6 h.p. Crossley. Ask for NZ SIE 
booklet. 3 4 
bf 





CROSSLEY MOTORS LTD, GORTON, MANCHESTER. 
London Showrooms and Export Dept., 40-41, Conduit St. W.1. 
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jarmalade 
The Ariftocrat of. 








the Breakfajt 





of Seville fruit. 


Chivers’ 


UN 


Chivers’ Olde English 
is a Marmalade of 
distinction. It is 
made of the choicest 
Seville oranges and 
refined sugar only, 
by a special process 
which preserves just 
the touch of tonic 


bitterness that characterises the highust quality 


Chivers Mincemeat 


Made from selected ingredients in accord- 
ance with a famous recipe, it keeps up the 
old tradition of home-made perfection. 


Plum Puddings 


An English delicacy that is worthy of the 
spirit of English Christmas. Everything 
about it is of the highest quality. 


CHIVERS & SONS, LTD., The Orchard Factory, Histon, Cambridge. 
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BY APPOINTMENT 
TO HIS MAJESTY THE KING 
FOR MOTOR CAR TYRKS 





The original Cord Tyre is the Palmer. On the road 
it has given comfort and safety, and has reduced petrol 
costs and chassis strain. On the track it has created 
World's Records, bringing spontaneous endorsement 


from racing experts. 


This enviable reputation was 
other makers were selling 
foundation. 


being established whilst 


tyres with a _ cunvas 


Palmer success has now brought Palmer imitators. 
Other tyres are now being offered as CORD Tyres, 


but the principle of manufacture is entirely different 


from the Palmer process. 


Experts know, and you 


may prove, the Palmer to be not only the original, but 


still the best, and only ‘rue CORD Tyre. 


Send for “Palmers, Petrol and Power,” which proves a 
10 % petrol reduction possible with Palmer Cord Tyres. 


PALMER TYRE LIMITED, 


119-123, Shaftesbury Avenue, London, W.C. 2. 

























said Wessex-—and the words came as a mere 
whisper-—“‘ does this mean that the Black Man- 
darin 

‘It means,”’ interrupted Harley, “that the 
Black Mandarin, in the name of Michael 
Hebron, has been living in these chambers 
for many weeks 
past, but above 
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‘** But, Harley,” I cried, “ 
group must have been acq 


secret and must have been in his confidence ! ” 
The expression on Paul Harley’s face under- 


went a subtle change. 


‘You refer to Julian?” he suggested. 


one at least of the 
uainted with the 


dyed.” 
‘““Ah!” cried Harley. 
lashes ?” 





all it means that 
the Black Man- 
darin is dead! 
He lies here at 
our feet!” 

** Good God! ”’ 
exclaimed Wes- 
sex; whilst for 
my own part I 
was incapable of 


speech, 
‘“We might 
have known, 


Knox,” continued 
Harley excitedly ; 
“it was as plain 
as daylight. Un- 
doubtedly' the 
meeting at the 
house of Madame 
de Medici was 
convened to meet 
the Black Man- 
darin in person ! 
Him it was they 
expected. He it 
was who should 
have occupied the 
presidential chair 
in which I seated 
myself! His per- WAAR See 

sonality was un- : =: Se > ee 














known to his 
associates, do you 
understand, as it 
was unknown to the rest of the world. I thought 
I was impersonating an ordinary member of 
the group, whereas I was endeavouring to im- 
personate the dreaded Chief, the man for whom 
the Secret Services of four countries have been 
seeking for years ! ”’ 


“ Certainly.” 


‘This is the eve of my retirement, Knox,’ 
he continued strangely, and turned to Wessex. 


‘‘ Before we go into the next 


‘“have you learned anything regarding the other 


dead man—Julian ?”’ 


We stood grouped in the doorway looking at the huddfed figure in the chair. 


‘Well,’ replied Wessex, who seemed to have 
been stupefied by this astounding discovery, 
“I think, but am not sure, that his hair js 


“Eyebrows and eye- 


“ Dyed also, if 
my theory is cor- 
rect.”” 

“You mean 
that naturally 
he is a_ blonde 
man ? ”’ 

“ That is the 
idea.” 

“Anything 
else ? ”’ 

“Nothing 
much,” replied 
Wessex, _ staring 
hard, ‘‘except that 
he was certainly 
not an _ Asiatic, 
although, from 
what we have 
learned to-night, 
I gather that he 
must have been 
high in the con- 
fidence of the 
Black Mandarin.” 

“There is no 
doubt of it,”’ re- 
plied Harley, lead- 
ing the way to 
the next room. 
“You noticed, I 
suppose,” he 
added, speaking 
over his shoulder, 
“that the tele- 
phone directory 
was open at the 


page upon which my name appears ? ”’ 


“It had not occurred 
Wessex. 
in the fact ? ”’ 


” 


room,” he said, 


assured him. 


to me,” 
“Is there any particular significance 


confessed 


“There is a very great significance ! ’’ Harley 


(Continued over lea 
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24/60 H.P. SIX CYL. TOURING MODEL. oe 


Be 
14 hp. 4 CYL. 4-SEATER. 16/40 h.p. 4 CYL. 5-SEATER. SEE 
; 34 MEET OIL OEE 


THE SUNBEAM MOTOR CAR COMPANY, LTD., 
Head Office and Works: WOLVERHAMPTON, 

AND AT LONDON, MANCHESTER AND NEW YORK. 3 

Export Dept.: 12, PRINCES STREET, HANOVER SQUARE, LONDON, W. 1 So 
SUNBEAM.COATALEN AIRCRAFT ENGINES (Standard Types) 10/1000 H.P. 








141, NEW BOND ST., LONDON, W.1 


DEFERRED PAYMENTS 


‘| extending up to Two Years 


reasonable rates. 


PART EXCHANGE 


ay you to get our quotation 
kapocing of your second - hand 

ange for a new model. 
Guaranteed Second-hand Cars in stock. 


YOU CAN HIRE A CAR 


It will 
before 


car in part exc 
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(New de luxe medium-powered English cars used.) 


From 10 Guineas a Week, including 
Insurance and Unlimited Mileage. 





| 13.9 STANDARD TOURING CAR, £450, 
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BEAUTIFUL LACE 


Nothing is more acceptable to a lady 
than a Present of good Lace, in the 





shape of a Collar, Jumper Slip, a Scarf, 

some pretty Handkerchiefs, or a length 

of Fashionable Lingerie Lace. A 

charming selection from 10/- to £25. 
Sent on approval. 
























4 REAL LACE p's 
COLLARS, & 





15/- to £7. 
Real Lace Scarves, 35/- to £25. 
(Cream or Black.) 
Real Lace Jumper Slips and Collars to 
match, 25/- to 63/- 
Lace Fichus and Berthes, 25/- to £7, 
Lengths of Real Lingerie Laces, 7/6 to 63/-, 
various Laces. 
Pretty bits of Antique Lace, from 21/- to £10. 
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The original water softener 


BATH SALTS TABLETS 4-76 106 
12,240r36 tablets in box for travelling 





PERFUME 10% 18% 35’- etc. 
Stoppered bottles. each in carton. 








Ohe complete set of essential products qT 
for the Goilette, perfumed with 


Aa 77 


a SSS 


CREME duJOUR... .. .. .. 66 
Greaseless ~ for day use 


TALCUM POWDER uns 1% bottles 26 
In tins or bottles. both with sprinklers 


4 10% 







































































BATH DUSTING POWDER ... ,..5 TOILET SOAP... ...3 tablets 14% 
The foundation of the dainty toilette d fine quality skin soap. . 
Travel Model with body puff .. 12’6 exceptionally perfumed. 
COMPLEXION POWDER .. .. 5- BATH SOAP de LUXE 
‘ee Imparts freshness & delicate bloom Mammoth tablets’... ... each ... 23 
From “QE” REAL LACE SOLID FACE POWDER Bronze case3 = Baby size... ... .. « box of 2-7 
5/9 HANDKERCHIEFS 42/- for carrying in rdcase26@ PATE DENTIFRICE.. . .. ..26 
Fine Embroidered Handkerchiefs, in i e Hand 4 Refi Us -. 26 Collap sible tubes or glass jar. s 
j dozens. 6 for 18/6, 25/-, 35/-, 42/-. BRILLANTINE CRISTALLISEE ... 3- FORMALISED SHAMPOO PERS 29 5% | 
Finest Hand Embroidered Handkerchiefs, Stop, an red bottles with git cap Boxes containing 6 or l2en velopes 
from 3/6 to 30/- each. 
Anything sent on approval. ys cokes coat of the set of toilet essentials _ above Is 
eee rom 75s 6d. to 105s.0d, according to sizes of products 
P. STEINMANN & CO. Fz: Free delivery within London postal area 
185, 186, Piccadilly, London, W.1. 
\—— FRERES |;, 201,REGENT STREET. 
A Good Work in Sore Need. IMOR LIMITED * [OMDON... . wi | 
Special Xmas Appeal. 
d ( < fens Pe = ae 
£25,000 are urgently neede i i — —— <= ==: —s a | 
‘“ ”9  — ne IZ = 
ARETHUSA ; 
TRAININC SHIP AND - oanadhinthoaniet 
SHAFTESBURY HOMES oe ae ~ 
10,000 Boys have entered the Royal Navy is : — ~ 7 
and Merchant Services. = “ie 
9,000 Boys have been trained for Civil = 
Employment and for overseas. — = i 
1,100 Boys and Girls are now being \\ 
maintained. RC 
Their Majcatcn The Kine and Queen. 
H.R.H. The Prince of Wales, K.G. | 
einai (SCOUNT JELLICOE. D newnc fa 
Chairman and Treasurer— ts oS SSeS ——————— 
C. E. MALDEN, Esq., M.A. 5 
Chairman of ** Arethusa’’ Commitice— 
HOWSON F, DEVITT, Esq. 
H. BRISTOW WATLEN and 
HENRY C. COPELAND, 
London O fice —\64, Shaftesbury Avenue, W.C.2 














Have your linen marked with 


CASH’S NAMES 


Woven on Cambric Tape in fast Turkey Red, Black, Green, Gold, Helio, Sky, or Navy Blue lettering. 


- De 9 capris Re 
1S Sengle7 
Style No. 154. Style No. >. 
Prices: 5- for 12 doz, 3/9 for 6 doz., 2/9 for 3 doz. 
Write for complete list of the many styles tn which these Names can be woven to 
J. & J. CASH, LTv. (Dept, B89, COVENTRY, 
ort American Branch: S. Norwalk, Conn.; Canadian Branch: Brantford, Ont.; Australian 
Branch: Richmond, Melbourne Please mention ///us. Lon. Nees. 
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WOLVERHAMPTON - 
_AMD CANNON 35° LONDONE C4 
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London Office and Showrooms - 
BURNDEPT LTD., 


NN 
Make Wireless Your 


Winter Flobby 


—and be sure all your apparatus is marked | BURNDEPT | 
Our instruments cover a very wide range, from the simple crystal 
set suitable for reception of broadcasted concerts and news up 
to twenty-five to forty miles, as well as Morse-code messages from . 
many Continental stations—-to our luxurious cabinet model which 
will bring the concerts of The Hague, Paris and Berlin to your 
fireside, as well as Morse-code messages from all European, 
North African and some American Stations. 


All BURNDEPT | Voice Apparatus is duly licensed under Marconi patents, and 
has been approved by the Postmaster-General for Amateur use in Great Britain. 


BURNDEPT| 


Wireless Apparatus } 


15 Bedford Street, Strand, W.C.2 
Aerial and Eastnor Works, Blackheath, S.FL3. 


Pe OCR Ree TCH SAE OAL A 





We stood grouped in the:-doorway looking at utterly incapable of following Paul Harley’s ‘You should have known what, Harley ?’ ti 
the huddled figure in the chair, for Inspector reasoning. I knew not what he implied, or I asked. 4 
Wessex had left the body much as it had what to anticipate, and I think that Wessex, ““T should have known that his hair was 
been found until the divisional surgeon should and certainly Preston, who stood behind us dyed,” he replied. ‘‘ I should have understood 


— -— ese eee ee sIweawre Mrmnrewrwisac 


ATFIAsOOCDYD 


aan ™ 
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have made his examination. Harley paused, in the doorway, shared my bewilderment. Then that a better man than I can ever hope to be 

and-— had given his life P 
“When you for his country, P 

go to the flat Knox !”’ d 

in Maida Vale, He stood up- + 

1 Wessex,”’ he said, right and spoke 3 

“to confirm the passionately. 

time of Julian’s “You and I j 

departure, I shall and a million 

who will never 


certainly accom- 
pany you.” 

“ His * papers 
will no doubt be 
of interest,’’ Wes- 
sex admitted. 

“TI anticipate 
that they will be 
of extraordinary 


&. 
y 
o 
-y } 
. 7 


even hear of the 
things that have 
happened to-night, 
you and I who 
have paid tribute 
to those who 
‘saved us from the 
curse of Prussian- 
ism, should unite, 


interest,’’ replied 

Harley; “‘ in fact, I think, with every 
{ am going to man, woman, and 
‘phone Scotland child of the white 
Yard immedi- races in doing 
ately to see that honour to the 
Madame de Medici memory of one 
does not antici- who has averted 
pate us. She may an even greater 
have anticipated evil.” 


us already,” 
He looked at 
me; his eyes were 





We stood there 
watching him, 
Preston, Wessex, 








afire with excite- \ and I, in our 
ment. : >. SASL dense _ stupidity 
‘Those  pre- —" not comprehend- 
mises must be , ing, until, at last, if 
guarded, Wessex. ‘ suddenly, _ blind- Fy 
They probably Harley peered into the ghastly face of the dead man, tilting the famp-shade as he did so. ingly, the light 
came. 


contain informa- - 
tion of vital interest to the British Empire as 
well as to the United States !”’ 


Harley stepped forward, bent, and peered into 
the ghastly face of the dead man, tilting the 


“‘ Harley, Harley !’’ I said, “‘ [ understand—— 
He looked at Wessex— 


>? 


Let me _ confess that the discovery of lampshade on the table as he did so. “Do you understand ? ”’ 
my neighbour Michael Hebron’s’ being none ‘“T should have: known,’”’ he murmured; “ I ‘‘T am sorry, Mr. Harley, but I don’t.” . 
other than the Black Mandarin had _ stag- should have known.” ‘ Then I will enlighten you. This is Raymond : 


gered me to such a degree that now I was 


At last I found words, and— 


M‘Cabe, of the American Secret Service !”’ 
(THE END. ] 

















traffic, and its roomy comfort. 





"THE 11°9 Bean will win your unqualified 
approval as soon as you experience its 
remarkable reserve of power, its splendid turn 
of speed, its flexibility and ease of control in 


oman 








GW t  Yae 


When, after years of hard, gruelling service, 
you find your trusty Bean still “‘ coming up to 
scratch” at every call you make upon it, then 
it is that approval becomes conviction that 
the 11°9 Bean is indeed ‘* The Leader of 


its Class.” 


1>Bean 


Feel LEANDER TOR ITS CLASS” 











Four - Seater 


Two-Seater 
Touring Car 


nikDekey LSD £345 


Fitted with electric lighting and starting equipment. 
Petrol consumption ogerages 30 mp.g. Tyre mile- 
axe from 6,000 to 8,000. Treasury Tax £12. 






Mackintosh’s 
Toffee-de -Luxe 


Sold in Tins at 


1/3, 2/-, 2/6, and 5/- d ; 
Xv 


Also loose by weight — 


8d. Qtr. 


For illustrated Specifications and name of nearest Agent write— 


A. HARPER, SONS, & BEAN, LIMITED 
Established 1826 
Head Office - - ° - Dudley, Worcestershire. 
Works at Dudley, Tipton, Smethwick. 
Telephone: 2469 Dudley. 








Telegrams: “ Waddams, Dudley.” 
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Car Comfort. 


The privilege of luxurious and trouble-free motoring 
enjoyed by Humber car-owners is provided for by the ex- 
ceptional care and attention bestowed upon details which 
is the dominating factor in Humber Car construction. 


mechanical perfection and full power of the Humber 


engine, the elegant lines of every model, and the unequalled 
finish of the coachwork, combined with a remarkable ease of 
control, have made for the Humber a world-wide reputation 
‘ficiency and refinement at moderate cost. 


fhe Humber All-Weather Hood, with s'de screens, 
standardised on all the onen models, is acknowledged 
the neatest and most effective of all such devices 


11-4 H.P. All-Weather 2-Seater (with double dickey seat). 
14 HP. All-Weather 4-Seater. 
11-4 H.P. Coupé (with double dickey seat). 

11°4 H.P. Saloon. 

15°9 H.P. All-Weather 5-Seater.  15°9 H.P. Saloon. 


Catalogue and Brochure of Experts Opinions sent on request. 











HUMBER LTD., Coventry. 
LONDON : 
City Showrooms : 52. Ho!born Viaduct, E.G. 


West End Showrooms aid Export ‘Dept. 
HUMBER HOUSE, 94, New Bond St. W. | 
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Daydreaming of Red Indians, 
of Cowboys, of Captain Hook, 
of Treasure Islands—hating to 
have to wash with ordinary 
soap—but unable to resist the 
clean, healthy smell of Wright's 
Coal Tar Soap —the real 
boy’s Soap. 


RIGHTS 


: 7d per Tablet 


Sox of 3 Tablets : 








COAL TAR 


? BATH TABLET: 


The Nursery Soap tisuhia “uae Lie 


per Tablet. Box of : 


Potects from Tahochicts, \nncnatematon 








An Exclusive & Useful Xmas Gift. | 








Patent 
Pocket Scissors 
in Case, size 
of ordinary 
pencil. 














Small 
View 
Closed 






A Most 

















Patent No. 139086. 


Very Strong and Practical Patent Folding 

Scissors in flat Sterling Silver Case, s.ze of an 

ordinary flat cedar rencil. Only 16/6 
In 9-ct. Gold Cases... ae 
In 18-ct. ,, 














































































Patent Pocket Scissors in 
hinged case, and Vickery’s 
patent Detachable Fenknife 
combined: a splendid gilt for 
lady or gentleman, and most 
useful. 

Sterling Silver .. £3 5 O 
Solid Gold Case 

with = Silver - Gilt 

Knife we ae 815 0 
Patent Scissors 

only, in Silver 





hinged case oe : ts 6 
In Gold hinged 
case ar es 510 0 
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APRPHREL 
*“AMALHNER- 


“" ERASMIC” 
LONDON Paris 

















he Dainty ||| SOA 


“Ghe primary aid to womanly fascination 


is in the artistic care of your natural charms of face and_ hands 
and in choosing the perfume that best suits your age and personality 





The “ Peerless Frasmic™ Soap serves the double purpose Its perfume 
1s exquisite It gives a woman as much distinction as clever dressing does 
There is magic in the * Peerless Erasmic™ Perfume. 

| 

| ; : Zé 

THREE NEW PERFUMES 
Parfum Chypre, 7/5 Parfum Si Belle, 10/6 
Parfum De Lui, 25 


“ERASMIC” Perfumers, LONDON, W. - 


. : Depot for Canada: 41 & 43, St. Francois Xavier Street, Montreal! BRUSSELS 
PARIS Depot for US.A.: 35, West 39th Street, New York, NY. RUSSELS 
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Christmas Couch 


yicls the caning of the Chrisinas Coach 
LCInn, at Nutley th Fe year [850 





r¢ 


